— — 
— — 
— nds 
— — — : — 


{ 
4 
7 
5 


n 


: 
<4 
* — 
* 
i 
> > 
— 
» 
= 
2 
. 

. 

— * " 

> * 

* 
” 

2 

1 
* 
. 
F 
. 
as 
2 
; * 


* 


hat 


' WHEREIN IT 18 ATTEMPTED ro DESCRIBE | 
OF NATURE 
5 1 


TT 


AND OF 


RUSTIC MANNERS ; 


AND ALS o, 


10 POINT OUT, IN SOME INSTANCES, THE 
DIFFERENT INFLUENCE WHICH THE SAME 


CIRCUMSTANCES PRODUCE ON DIFFERENT 
CHARACTERS. 
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Tine ee 100 bit feather'd dane, 
Now lifts his beak and ſnuffs the morning air, f 154 7. 


Stretches his neck and claps his heavy wings, - 13 
Gives three hoarſe crows, and glad his taſk. is done; * 7 
Low, chuckling, turns himſelf upon the 1 rooſt, 
Then neſtles down again amongſt his mates. . 
| The lab ing hind, who on his bed of ſtraw, 5 
: Beneath his home-made coverings, coarſe, but warm, 
Lock di in i the kindly arms of her who ſpun them, | 

Dreams of the gain chat next year's crop ſhould be ; 
; Or at ſome fair diſpoſi ing of his wool, 
Or by ſome lucky and unlook'd-for bargaing. | 
Fills his kin purſe with heaps of tempting gall, 
Now wakes n. ſleep at the unwelcome call, 

3 - a 


2 OT WINTER Dar. 

And finds himſelf but uſt the lame poor man 
As when he went to reſt —— 

_ He hears the blaſt againſt his window bet, . 
And wiſhes to himſelf he were a lord, 
That he might lie a· bed. . 
He rubs his eyes, and ſtretches out his arms; 


Heigh ho! heigh ho! he drawls with gaping 1 mouth; 


Then moſt unwillingly creeps out of bed, 

And without looking-glaſs puts on his clothes. 
With rueful face he blows the ſmother'd fre, 
And lights his candle at the red'ning coal; 
Firſt ſees that all be right amongſt his cattle; 
Then hies him to the barn with heavy tread, E 
Printing his footſteps on the new falbn ſnow. 


— 


And 


From out the heap of corn he pulls his ſheaves, 
Diſlodging the poor red-breaſt from his ſhelter, 
Where all the live-long night he ſlept ſecure ;. 
But now afrighted , with uncertain flight 
He flutters round the walls, to ſeek ſoffic hole, 
At which he may eſeape out to the froſt. 
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And now the fall, high whirling o'er his bead, 
Deſcends with force upon the j jumping ſheave, 


Whiltt every rugged wall, and nn cot 
Re-echoes back the noiſe of his ſtrokes, © 


= The fam ly cares call next upon the wife 
To quit her mean but comfortable bed. - | 
And firſt ſhe ſtirs the fire, and blows the flame, : 
Then from her heap of ſticks, for winter ſtor d, 

An armful brings; loud crackling as they burn, 
Thick fly the red ſparks upward to the roof, 
While ſlowly mounts the ſmoke in wreathy clouds. 
On goes the ſeething pot with morning cheer, 
F or which ſome little wiſhful hearts await, | 
Who, peeping from the bed-clothes, ſpy, well pleas'd, 
The cheery light that blazes on the wall, 
And bawl for leave to riſe. 


Their buſy mother knows not where to turn, 


Her morning work comes now ſo thick upon her. 
One ſhe muſt help to tye his little coat, Fs 
$ . Unpity 
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Unpin his cap, and ſeek another's ſhoe. 

When all is o'er, out to the door they run, 
With new comb'd ſleeky hair, and gliſt ning n, 
Each with ſome little project in his head. 
One on the ice muſt try his new ſol'd ſhoes : 

To view his well-ſet trap another hies, 

In hopes to find ſome poor unwary bird 

(No worthleſs prize) entangled in his ſnare - 
Whilſt one, leſs active, with round roſy face, 
Spreads out his purple fingers to the fire, | 
And peeps, moſt n into the pot. 5 


But let us leave the warm and cheerful houſe, 
To view the bleak and dreary ſcene without, | 
And mark the dawning of a winter day. 
For now the morning vapour, red and grumly, 
| Reſts heavy on the hills ; and o'er the heav'ns 
Wide ſpreading forth in lighter gradual ſhades, 
Juſt faintly colours the pale muddy Ey. 
Then fovly from behind the ſouthern hills, 


Inlarg'd 


A WINTER DAY. 
- Inlarg'd and ruddy looks. the riſing ſun, 

; Shooting his beams aſkance the hoary waſte, 
Which gild the brow of ev'ry ſwelling height, 
And deepen every valley with a ſhade. - | 

1 he cruſted window of each ſcatter'd cot, 
The icicles that fringe the thatched roof, 

The new ſwept ſlide upon the frozen pool, 
All lightly glance, new kindled with his rays; 
And een the rugged face of ſcowling Winter 
Looks ſomewhat gay. But for a little while 
Fe lifts his glory o'er the bright'ning earth, 
Then 1 his head behind a miſty cloud. 


The birds now quit their holes 2 lurking ſheds, 


- Moſt mute and melancholy, where thro* night 
All neſtling cloſe to keep each other warm, 
In downy ſleep they had forgot their hardſhips 3 8 
But not to chant and carol in the air, 
Or lightly ſwing upon ſome waving bough, 
And merrily return each ather's notes; 
B 3 Mo 
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Are now to ev'ry enemy a prey. 


e 


A WINTER DAY. 
No; filently "Te hop from buſh. to. buſh, 

Yet find no ſeeds to ſtop their craving want, 0 
Then bend their fight to the low ſmoking cot, 


Chirp on che roof, or at the window peck, 


Io tell their wants to thoſe who lodge within. 
The poor lank hare flies homeward to his den, 

But little burthen'd with his nightly. meal 

Of wither'd greens grubb'd from the farmer's garden; 
A poor and ſcanty portion ſnatch'd in fear; 


And. fearful creatures, fore d abroad by want, 


iT he huſbandman lays.bye his heavy flail, 


And to the houſe returns „where on him wait 


His ſmoking breakfaſt and impatient children; 


Who, ſpoon in hand, and longing to begin, | 


Towards the door caſt many a weary look 
© To fee their dad come in.—— | 

Then round they ſit, a chearful company, 
All eagerly begin, and with heap'd ſpoons 


Beſmear 
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8 Beſmear from rar to ear their roly cheeks. 
The faithful dog ſtands by his maſter's fide 
; Wagging his tail, and looking in his face ; 
: While humble puſs pays court to all around, 

| And purs and rubs them with her furry ſides; | 


Nor goes this little flattery unrewarded. 


: But the laborious ſit not long at table; 
Ihe grateful faher lifts his eyes to heav'n 
＋ o bleſs his God, whoſe ever bounteous hand 
Him and his little ones doth daily feed; 


Then riſes ſatisfied to work again. 


The cents rouſing noiſe of induſtry 
Is heard, with varied ſounds, thro? all-the village 


The humming wheel, the thrifty houſewife a tongue, 


Who ſcolds to keep her maidens at their work, 


Rough gratin 8 cards, and voice of ſqualing children 


Iſſue from erery houſe. —— 


But, hark! —che f. portſman from the neighb'ring hedge 
His thunder ſends !—loud bark cach village cur; 
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- Up from TY wheel each curious maiden ſtarts, 
And haſtens to the door, whilſt matrons chide, 
Yet run to look themſelves, in ſpite of thrift, 


: And all the little town is in a ſtir. 


Strutting before, the cock leads forth his train, 
And, chuckling near the barn among the ſtraw, 
Reminds the farmer of his morning's ſervice 4 
His grateful maſter throws a lib'ral handful ; 
They flock about it, whilſt the hungry ſparrows | 
| Perch'd on the roof, look down with envious eye, - 

Then, aiming well, amidſt the feeders light, 

And ſeize upon the feaſt with greedy bill, 

Till angry partlets peck them off the field. 

But at a diſtance, on the leafleſs tree, 

All woe be gone, the lonely blackbird fits ; 

The cold north wind ruffles his gloſſy feathers ; 
Full oft” he looks, but dare * make 8 
Then turns his yellow bill to peck his file, 


And claps his wings cloſe to his ſharpen'd breaſt. | 
The 


\ 


3 A WINTER DAT. -- of 
7 The wand' ring fowler, from behind che hedge, e 
F aſtens his eye upon him, points his gun, pd 
And firing wantonly as at a mark, | 
Fen lays him low in that ſame cheerful ſpot 
Which oft' hath echo'd with his ev'nin g's ſong. 
The dayeno at its height, the 1 line 
Are driven from their ſtalls to take the air. 
How ſtupidly they ſtare ! and feel how ſtrange ! 
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They open wide their ſmoking mouths to low, 


But ſcarcely can their feeble ſound be heard; 
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Then turn and lick themſelves, and ſtep by ſtep 
Move dull and heavy to their ſtalls again. 
In ſcatter'd groups the little idle boys : 

With purple fingers, moulding in the ſnow 
Their icy ammunition, pant for war; 
And, drawing up in oppoſite array, 1 
Send forth a mighty ſhower of well aim'd balls, 

_ Whilſt little hero's try their growing ſtrength, 
And butn to beat the en'my off the field. 
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Or on the well worn ice in eager throngs, 


Aiming their race, ſhoot rapidly along, 

Trip up each other's heels, and on the ſurface 
With knotted ſhoes, draw many a chalky line. 
Untir'd of play, they never ceaſe their ſ. port 
Till the faint ſun has almoſt run his courſe, 


And threat'nivg clouds, flow riſing from. the north, 


Spread grumly darkneſs o'er the face of heav'n ; 


T hen, by degrees, they ſcatter to their homes, 
With many a broken head and bloody noſe, 
To claim their mothers” pity, who, moſt ſkilful; 


Cures all their troubles: with a bit of bread. ; 


The night comes on a Pace——— 


Chill blows the blaſt, and drives the ſnow.in 1 
Now ev'ry creature looks around for ſhelter, 


And, whether man or beafl, all move alike 


Towards their ſeveral homes; and happy they 
Who have a houſe to ſcreen them frofn the cold! 
Lo, o'er the froſt a rev'rend form advances! 
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His hair white as the c on which EN treads, 

His forehead mark'd with many a care· worn furrow, 

Whoſe feeble body, bending o'er a ſtaff, 

Still ſhew that once it was the ſeat of ſtrength, 

Tho' now it ſhakes like ſome old ruin'd tow! r. 

Cloth'd indeed, but not diſgrac'd with rags, 

Hie ſtill maintains that decent. dignity 
Which ek becomes thoſe who have ſerv'd their.country. | 
With tott ring Heps he to the cottage moves : 
The wife. within, who hears his hollow cough, 

And patt'ring of his ſtick upon the threſhold, 

| Sends out her little boy to ſee who's there. 

: The child looks up to view the ſtranger's face, 

; And ſeeing i it enlighten'd with a ſmile, 

Holds out his little hand to lead him in. 

- Rous'd.from her work, the mother turns her head, 

And ſees them, not ill-pleas'd.— 


The ſtranger whines not with a ꝑiteous tale, | 
But only aſks a little, to relieve 


mM poor old ſoldier's wants. 
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Or on the well worn ice in eager throngs, 
? 7 : » 


Aiming their race, ſhoot rapidly along, 


Trip up each other's heels, and on the ſurface 


With knotted ſhoes, draw many a chalky line. 
Untir'd of play, they never ceaſe their ſport | 
Till the faint ſun has almoſt run his courſe, 


Spread grumly darkneſs o'er the face of heav'n ; 
Then, by degrees, they ſcatter to their homes, 
With many a broken head and bloody noſe, 


To claim their mothers pity, who, moſt Kit, 


Cures all their troubles with a bit of bread. | 


The night comes on a pace 


Chill blows the blaſt, and drives the "WEAR wreaths, 


\Now ev'ry. creature looks around for ſhelter, 
And, whether man or beaſt, all move alike 


Towards their ſeveral hoes: ;. and happy they 


Who have a houſe to leren them from the cold ! 


Lo , O'er the froſt a rev rend form advanes! 
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His hair white as the ſnow e on which he dh 
His forehead mark d with many a care worn furrow, 
Whoſe feeble body, bending-o'er a ſtaff, 
Still ſhew that once it was the ſcat of ſtrength, 
Tho' now it ſhakes. like ſome old ruin'd tow'r. 
Cloth'd indeed, but wt diſgrac'd with rags, 
He ſtill maintains that decent dignity 
Which well becomes thoſe who have ſerv d their country. 
»With tote ring Keps he to the cottage moves: 


The wife within, who hears his hollow cough, 
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And patt'ring of his ſtick upon the threſhold, 
: Sends out her little boy to fee who's there, 
The child looks up to view the ſtranger's face, 
. And Geing i it enlighten'd with a ſmile, 
| Holds out his little hand to lead him in. 
-- Rous'd. from her work „the. mother turns her head, 
And ſees ther, nox in. pied 
The ſtranger whines not with a ꝑiteous tale, 
But only aſks a little, to relieve 
A poor old ſoldier's wants. 
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And bitter tears guſh from his dim- worn eyes. Fs 


.. His toilſome daily labour at an end, 
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The gentle matron brings the ready chair, 

And bids him fit, to reſt his wearied limbs, 

And warm himſelf before her blazing fire. 

The children, full of curiofiry, 
Flock round, and with their fingers in their mouths, 
Stand ſtaring at him; whilſt the flranger, pleas'd, 
Takes up the youngeſt boy upon his knee. 

Proud of its ſeat, it wags its little feet, 

And prates, and laughs, and plays with his white lodes; 
But ſoon the ſoldier s face lays off its ſmiles ; 

His thoughtful mind is turn'd on other days, 825 
When his own boys were wont to play around him, 


Who now lie diſtant from their native land 


In honourable, but untimely graves. 


He feels how helpleſs and forlorn he is, 


* 
147 


In comes the wearied maſter of the houſe, 
And marks with ſatisfaction his old gueſt, 
With all his children round. — 


A WINTER pax. | 13 
His honeſt heart is fild with manly kindneſs; 7 
He bids him ſtay, and ſhare their homely meal, 
And take with them his quarters for the night. 
The weary wanderer thankfully accepts, 
And, ſeated with the cheerful family, 
Around the plain but hoſpitable board, 
Forgets the many hardſhips he has paſs'd. 


When all are ſatisfied, about the fire 

They draw their ſeats, and form a cheerful ring, 
The thrifty houſewife turns her ſpinning wheel ; 
The huſband, uſeful even in his reſt, | 
A little baſket weaves of willow twigs, 

To bear her eggs to town on market days; 
And + but ſerves t'enliven converſation. 
Some idle neighbours now come ſtraggling in, 
Draw round their chairs, and widen cul the circle. 
Without a glaſs the tale and jeſt 20 round; 
And every one, in his own native way, 15 


Does what he can to cheer the merry group. 


Each 
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Each tell ſome little ſtory of himſelf, 

That conſtant ſubject upon which aninkind, 
Whether in court or country, love to dwell. 
How at a fair he ſav'd a ſimple clown 

From being trick'd in buying of a cow ; 
dis horſe's head 


Againſt his neighbour's, bought for twice his price, 


Which fail'd not to repay his better {kill : 
Or on a harveſt day, bound in an hour 


More ſheaves of corn than any of his fellows, 


Tho' ne'er fo keen, could do in twice the time. 


But chief the landlord, at his own fire-ſide, 


Doth claim the right of being liſten'd to; 


Nor dares a little bawling tongue be heard, 
Tho” but in play, to break upon his ſtory. 
The children fit and liſten with the reſt ; 
And ſhould the youngeſt raiſe its little voice, 


The careful mother, ever on the watch, 


And always pleas'd with what her huſdand ſays, 
Gives it a gentle tap upon the fingers, 


| 13 | | Or 


A WIx TER DAYe = 15 
Ob flops i its ill tim'd prattle with a kiſs. : 

The ſoldier next, but not unaſk'd, begins, 

| And tells in better ſpeech what he has ſeen; 
Making his fimple audience to ſhrink 

With tales of war and blood. 'T hey gaze upon * 
And almoſt weep to ſee the man ſo poor, l 
So bent and feeble, helpleſs and forlorn, 

That | oft” 1 ſtood undaunted in the battle 

Whilſt thund'r ring cannons ſhook the quaking earth, 
And ſhowering bullets hiſs'd around his head. 
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With little care they paſs away the night, 
Till time draws on when they ſhould go to bed; 


Then all break up, and each retires to reſt 


With peaceful mind, nor torn with vexing cares, 


Nor dancing with the unequal beat of pleaſure. 


But long accuſtom'd to obſerve the weather, 
The labourer cannot lay him down in peace 
Till he has look d to mark what bodes the night. 
He turns the heavy door, thruſts out his head, 
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Loud blows the northern blaſt 
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| Sees wreathes of ſnow heap'd up on ev'ry de, 


And black and grumiy all above his head, 
Save when a red gleam ſhoots along the a 


To make the gloomy night more terrible. 


He hears it hollow grumbling from afar, 


Then, eath' ring engen, roll on with doubl'd might, 


And break in dreadful bellowings o'er his head ; 
Like pithleſs ſaplin gs bend the vexed trees , 
And their wide branches crack. He ſhuts the door, 


And, thankful for the roof that covers him, {> 


Hies him to bed. xs 


A SUMMER 


. 
; # © 


2 4 


o 0 2 "bo as | ” 
3 15 N : 
A SUMMER "DAY. 
g RE DSS, ; : i + Ng . 


Lam dark-blue clouds of night 3 in duſky lines 
Drawn wide and ſtreaky o'er the purer ſky, 
Wear faint the morning purple on their ſkirts. 
The ſtars that full and bright ſhone in the wells 
Bur dimly twinkle to the ſtedfaſt eye 
And ſeen , and vaniſhing, and ſeen again, 
Like dying tapers ſmoth'ring in their ſockets, 
Appear at laſt ſhut from the face of heav'n ; | 
Whilſt every leſſer flame which ſhone by * 
The flaſhy meteor from the op'ning cloud, 
That ſhoots full oft acroſs the duſky iky ; 
Or wand'ring fire which looks acroſs the marſh, 
Beaming like candle in a lonely cot, 
e 


468 A SUMMER Ok wand ns 
To cheer the hopes of the benighted the, 

Till ſwifter than the very change of thought, 

It ſhifts from place to place, eſcapes his glance, 

And makes him wond'rin ring rub his doubtful eyes; 
Or humble glow-worm, or the ſilver moth, - 3 

Which caſt a feeble olimm” ring oer the green, 

All die away. 
For now the ſun, flow moving in his grandeur 
Above the eaſtern mountains lifts his head. 

The webs of dew ſpread o er the hoary lawn, 
The ſmooth clear boſom of the ſettled pool, 

The poliſh'd ploughſhare on the diſtant field, 
Catch fire from him, and dart their new ' got beams 
YOu the dazzled eye. 
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The new- rak'd birds upon the branches 57 
Peck their foft donn, and briſtle out their feathers ; ; 
Then ftretch their throats and tune their morning ſong; | 
Whilſt ſtately crows, high ſwingitf o or their heads, 
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; Mix their hoarſe eroaking with the i 
Till gather'd cloſer in a fable band, 5 
They take their flight to ſeek their daily fo 
The village labourer, with careful mind, 
As ſoon as doth the morning light appear, 
Opens his eyes with the firſt darting ray 
That pierces thro the window of his cot, 
And quits his eaſy bed; then oer the field, 
With lengrhen'd ſwinging firides, betakes his wa, 
Bearing his ſpade and hoe acroſs his ſhoulder, | 
Seen from afar clear glancing in the ſun, 
| And with good will begins bis daily work. | 
The ſturdy ſun. bumt boy drives forth. the cattle, 
And vain of power, bawls to the lagging kine, 
Who fain would ſtay to crop the tender ſhoots 
Of the green tempting hedges as they pa; 
Or beats the gliſr ning buſhes with his club, 
To pleaſe his fancy with a ſhower of dew, 
And frighten the poor birds who lurk within. 

At ev'ry open door, thro? all the village, is 
cz 4 REL. 
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Half naked child ren, half awake, are 4 j 
Scratching their heads, and blinking to the hight; b 
Till rouſed by degrees, they run about, 
Or rolling 1 in the fun, amongft the ſand 

Build many a little houſe, with heedful art. 


The ae ie tends within, her morning care; 


And ſtooping midſt her tubs of curdled milk, 
With buſy patience, draws the elear green whey 


From the preſs d ſides of the pure ſnowy curd ; 
Whilſt her brown dimpled maid, with tuck d. up fleeve, 
And ſwelling arm, aſſiſts her in her toil. = 


Pots ſmoke, pails rattle, and the warm confuſion 


Still thickens on chem, til within its mould, 
With careful hands, ay preſs the Tc curd. 


* 


So goes the morning, till the powerful ſur» 
High in the heav'ns ſends forth his ſtrengthen'd beams, 5 
And all the freſhneſs of the morn is fled. 


The ſweating trav'lter throws his Birden down, 
SE 1 BEE 


And leans his weary ſhould er gainſt a tree. 


The 


| 5 
| 4 SUMMER bar. 3 a 
The idle horſe upon the graſſy eh, 
= Rolls on his back, nor heeds the tempting clover. 
The ſwain leaves off 1 labour, and returns 
Slow ta his houſe with heavy ſober ſteps, 5 £2 
Where on the board his ready breakfaſt plac'd, 
Invites the eye, and his right cheerful wife 
Doth kindly ſerve him with unfeign'd good will. 
No ſparkling dew-drops hang upon the graſs; + 
Forth ſteps the mower with his glitt ring ſeythe, | 
In ſnowy ſhirt, and Joublet all unbrac'd, 
| White moves he o'er the ridge, with ſideling RAE? 
And lays the waving graſs i in many a heap. 
In ev'ry field „ in ev'ry ſwampy mead, i 
© "The cheerful voice of induſtry is heard; 
THE hay-cock riſes, and the frequent make 


Sweeps on the yellow hay, i in heavy wreaths, 
1 Leaving the ſmooth green meadow bare behind. - 
The old and young, the weak and ſtrong A 
And, as they can, help on the cheerful work... 
The father jeers his awkward half-grown lad. 
„%% Who 


1 * . A SUMMER” par. 
Wo trail his ramdry armful oer the fed, 


Nor does he fear the jeering to on 
The village oracle, and ſimple maid, 


Jeſt in their turns, and raiſe the ready auch; . 
For there authority, hard favour d, frowns not; 


$ 


All are companions in the gen'ral glee, 
L And cheerful complaiſance till thro' their roughneſs, | 
With placid look enlightens ev'ery face. 

Some more advanced raiſe the tow' ri 8 "Hick; 
- Whilſt on its top doth ſtand the n roaſt 
In looſe attire, and ſwelling ruddy cheek; 
Wich taunts and harmleſs mock'ry ſhe receires 
The toſs'd- up heaps from the hrown gaping youth, 
Who ſtaring at her, takes his aim ry, 10 
Whilſt half the load comes tumbling on himſelf, 
Loud i js her laugh, her voice is heard afar; 
Each mower, buſied in the diſtant feld. 
1 The carter, trudging on his diſtant way, 
"ot The ſhrill ſound know, caſt vp thelPhats i in air, 
| | And roar acroſs the Fields to catch her notice ; : 


She 
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| She waves her arm, and ſhakes her head at en, 
And then renews her. work with double ſpirit. - 
Thus do they jeſt, and laugh away their ll 
Till the bright ſun, full in his middle courſe, 
Shoots down his fierceſt beams, which none may brave 
The ſtouteſt arm hangs liftleſs by its fide; 
And the broad ſhoulder'd youth begins to fail, 
But to the weary, lo! there comes relief! | ö 
A troop of welcome children, o'er the hn, 
With flow and wary ſteps, their burthens being, 
Some bear upon their heads large baſkets, heap'd 
With piles of barley: bread, and guſty cheeſe, 
And ſome full pots of milk and cooling whey: 


Beneath the branches of af preading tree, 


Or by che f ſhad'wy fide of the tall rick, 
They ſpread their homely fare, and ſeated round, 
Taſte all the pleaſure that a feaſt can give. 0 
A drowzy n 5 hangs on all, | 5 
And er ry creature rh ſome place of reſt, 
| C 4 35 | Screen'd 
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. A SUMMER DAY. 


Nor leaves a meadow flower 9 for gain. 


Screen d . che violence of che 0 ppreſſive beat. 
No ſcatter d flocks are ſeen upon the lawn, 

Nor chirping birds among the buſhes heard, 
Within the narrow ſhadow of the cot 

The fleepy dog lies ſtretched on his ade, 

Nor heeds the heavy- footed paſſenger; ; 25 

At noiſe of feet but half his eye-lid its, 

Then gives a feeble growl, and fleeps again: a 5 
Whilſt puſs, leſs nice, een in the ſcorching window, 
On t'other fide, fits winking to the ſun.” 
No ſound j is heard but humming of the bee, 

For ſhe alone retires not from her labour, 


1 


Heavy and flow ſo * the 1 boar, 
Till gently bending on the nage s top, 
The heavy ſeeded graſs begins to wave, 
And the high branches of the ſlender r 
Shiver aloft in air their ruſtling leavgs. 
Cool breaths the riſing breeze, and with it wakes 
1 | The 


N | : ” 
| The worn out x ſpiri from i its ; ſtate of flupor WEE 


þ he lazy boy ſprings from his moſſy "Ns; „ 


Spreads out her ſnowy linens to che ſun, 5 
And ſheds with lib'ral hand the chryſtal how's = 


Ober many a fav'rite piece of fair attire, . 


hol SUMMER, 4x7 00 


4 To chace the gaudy cempting butterfly, e 
Who ſpreading on the gras i its mealy wings, 5 | 


Oft lights within his reach, &en at his feet, 15 


5 Yer ill eludes his graſp, and o'er his head 


| Light hoy! ring round, or mounted high i in air 


Temps his young eye, and wearies out his limbs, - 


The drouzy dog, who feels the kindly breeze 


That paſing o'er him, lifts his ſhaggy ear, 1 
Begins to ſtretch him, on his legs balf. rais d, 175 
Till fully wak'd, with briſtling cock d- up rail, 
He makes tha village echo to his bark. 


But let us not forget au buſy maid 
Who, by the fide of the clear pebly ſtream, 


Revolving i in her mind her gay appearance 


In 
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In all this dreſs, at ſome approaching a. 
The dimpling half. check d ſmile, and mutt” ring wp 


Betray the ſecret workings of her fancy, . 
And flattering thoughts of the n mind. 
There little vagrant bands of truant boys 
Amongſt the buſhes try their harmleſs tricks; 
Wil ſome a ſporting in the ſhallow fiream. 
Toſs up the lathing | water round their heads, 
Or ſtrive with wily art to catch the trout, 
Or *twixt their fingers graſp the Mpp" ry eel, 
The ſhepherd-boy fits ſinging on the bank, 
To paſs away the weary lonely hours, Fs 
" Weaving with art his little crown of ruſhes, 2 
A guiltleſs eaſy crown chat brings no care, | 
8 Which having made he places on his bead, 
5 And leaps and ſkips about, and bawls full loud 


| 
| 
| 
| 
5 ſome companion, lonely as himſelf, 
F Far in the diſtant field; or elſe delighted 


To hear 285 echo d found of his ow 


** 
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n PET from the neighb'ring woah. 
* no * converſe with himſelf. 


No weary „ labourers perceive, well F ens d, 
The ſhadows lengthen, and th ee . 
With all its toil faſt wearing to an end. 
The ſun, far in the weſt, with qr) 
Plays on the yellow head of the round rea. 
8 And fields are checker d with fantaſtic * 
Or tree, or ſhrub, or gate, or rugged ſtone, 
All lengthen'd out, in antic dif] iſpropontion, 
Upon the darken'd graſs. 
They finiſh out cheir W. and calle * 
Then, gathering up their rakes and ſcatter'd coats, * 
With the leſs cumb'rous fragments of their feaſt, AS. 
Viva * gladly to their n homes. „ 


The village, lone and As Px the wok jp £ 
Receiving from the fields ĩ its merry bands, 
Senda forth its ev * ſound, confus'd but cheerful ; - 


Fn 


1 


1 e Whilſt 
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Whilſt 4 and children, eager houſewives! tongues 
And true qove ditties, i in no plaintive ſtrain, | f 
By ſhrill voic'd maid, at open window ſung ; ; 
The lowing of the home-returning kine, 

The herd's low droning trump, and inkling bell 
Tied to the collar of his fav'rite ſheep, 

Make no contem ptible variety 

To ears not over nice. 

With careleſs lounging eait, the Caunt'i ring youth 
Upon his ſweetheart's open window leans, 

And as ſhe turns about ber buzzing wheel 
Diverts her with his Jokes and, harmleſs taunts, 


_ Cloſe by the Cottage door, with placid wien. 


T7 he old man fits upon his ſeat 'of turf, 
His ſtaff with crooked head laid bo: his ide, 


Which oft the younger race in wanton ſport, 


1 * 
9 < CY 


— 
. 


we Yu ads 


. 
« 


_ Gambolling round him, flyly ſteal away, 


| And ſtraddling o'er it, new their horſemanſhip. | 
i | By raiſing round the clouds of ſummer ſand, 
While il be piles yet chides them for the trick, 
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His filver locks upon his ſhoulders ſpread, 1 
And not ungraceful is his ſtoop of age. | 3 1 8 FA 
No ſlranger paſſes him without regadd ? | 
And ev'ry neighbour ſtops to wiſh him well, 
| And aſk him his opinion of the weather. ET 
They fret not at the length of his diſcourſe, "HP. HOY 
But liſten with reſpect to his remarks 5 | 
| Upon the various ſeaſons he rextiembers ; nt... | : x | 
For well he knows the many divers figns | e 
Which do fortell high winds, or rain, or drought, 
Or ought that may affect the riſing crop. In 
The filken clad, who courtly breeding boaſt, 
Their own diſcourſe ſtill ſveeteſt to their ears, 
5 May grumble at the old man's nen 15 


But here it is not 0.— ee 


* 


| $ hu 


Fin ev'ry chimney mounts the cling ſmoke, 4 
: Muddy and gray, of the new ev 'ning fire; | 
On ev'ry window ſmokes the fam'ly ſupper, 
Set out to cool by the attentive houſewife, . 
| | White 
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And oſt the burſting laugh diſturbs the air. 
But fee who comes to ſet them all agag ! : 
The weaty-footed pedlar with his pack. 

| How ſtiff he bends beneath his bulky load! 


His thin ſtraight hair divided on his brow | 
| His box he opens and diſplays his ware. 


To the deſiring maiden's wiſhful eye 


A SUMMER o 


Bawl 2 the narrow bas the pariſh news, 7 


Cover'd with duſt, ſlip-ſhod, and out at elbows ; 
His greaſy hat fits backward on his head ; 


Harigs lank on either ſide his gliſt ning cheeks, 
And woe-begone, yet vacant is his face. 


Full many a varied row of precious ſtones 
Caſt forth their dazzling luſtre to the "_ 


The ruby necklace ſhews its tempting His : 
The china buttons, Kampa with love device 


| Attract the notice of the gaping youth ; 


. Whilſt ſtreaming garters, faſten'd i a pole; 


Abeſt i in air their gaudy ſtripes dif] play, | 
And 


e Ka 


. a SUMMER DAY, 7 1 1 = 
An fits fer che e 1 0h # 
The children leave their play and round him flock; 
Een ſober aged grand-dame quits ber ſeat, 55 
| Where by the door ſhe twines her lengthen'd threads RW 
Her ſpindle ſtops, and lays her diſtaff by, 
T hen) joins with ſtep ſedate the curious 1 
She praiſes much the faſhions of her youth, | 
And ſcorns each gaudy nonſenſe of the ar: 
Vet not ill-pleas'd the gloffy ribband vievs, 
. Uproll'd, and changing hues with ev'ry fold, 
New meaſur'd out to deck her daughter's 28 | 


ew red, but — the, laſt weakly ho 

Of the departing ſun, acroſs the lawn 

Deep gild the top « of the long ſweepy dia 55 

And ſhed a ſcatter'd brightneſs, bright but cheerleſs, 
| Berween the op'nings of the rifted hills; EP. 

| Which like the farewell looks of ſome dear biend 


| That ſpeaks him kind, yet ſadden as they ſmile, 
De 75 
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[ | | 5 But only ſerve to deepen the low vale, | 771 

1 And make the ſhadows of the night more gloomy. | 
The varied noiſes of the cheerful "ay 

| By flow degrees now faintly die away, 

| And more diſtinct each feeble ſound is heard 

Wo That gently ſteals adown the ver bed, | 

Or thro” the wood comes with the ruffling breeze. 
The white miſt riſes from the ſwampy Slens, 
And from the dappled ſkirting of the heav'ns 
Looks out the ev'ning ſtar —— 5 i 

| The lover Kulking in the neighb'ring copſe, 

| || [0 (Whoſe half-ſeen form ſhewn thro' the thicken'd air, 

it Large and majeltic, makes the trav ler ſtart, | 
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And ſpreads the ſtory of the haunted grove,) 
Curſes the owl, whoſe loud ill- omen d ſcream, 
With ceaſcleſs ſpite, robes from his warchfal ear 
The well known footſteps of his darling maid ; 
And frerful, chaces from his face the night-fly, 
Who buzzing round his head doth often ſkim, | 
nt, With 
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Wirk flutrring wing, acroſs his glowing check : 
For all but him in deep and 


e 
Shut is the door of 
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ev'ry ſcatter d cot, 


And filetice dell 
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A POEM, IN THREE PARTS. 


I. | 


"PART 


Tas wild w 


in 
4e And ſpent eve's fading light; 


ec Where ſhall I find ſome 
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1 


ead,- | 


ds bellow o'er my h 
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1. 


« To ſcreen me from the night? 


* 


friendly ſhed 


| & Ah! round me lies a deſert vaſt, 


on near; 


cc No habitati 


3 


re And dark and pathleſs is the waſte, 


* 2 n "> 9» 
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2 And fills the mind with fean | 


Thou 


= wren SCENES 


= Thou diſtant dee, whoſe lonely, LY 
4 Has bent to many a. ſtorm, 


No more canſt chou deceive my hope, ” bo jd. | 
0 And take my lovers form; . . | 
ce Fer oer chy head the dark cloud coll, | 
* Black as thy blaſted pride. 7 
ws How deep the angry tempeſt 6 . ; 
cc Along the mountains fide |. : 
ce Securely reſts the mountain deer 
„ Within his hollow den, 
« His ſlumber undiſturb'd by fear, 


| 
« Far from the haunts of men. ; 
. Beneath the fern the moorcock fleeps, | 
« And twilted adders lie ; „„ : Pe | | 
« Back to his rock the night-bird creeps, my I 
5 Nor gives bis wonted 82 i 1 88 
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7 For angry ſpirits of che night 


«© And to their dens, in wild affiight, 


LY O, may this cold and wint ry bn SITE 


4 Ah, no ! PE thou did give thy word 


- £© Nor Fiendly roof, nor coaſtly board 


36 
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- NIGHT SCENES, | 


"= Ride 1 in the troubled air, | 


The beaſts of prey repair. 


6 But oh! my love ! where doſtthoureſt? WI 
6 What ſhelter covers hee? 


ge But only beat on me ! 


b Some friendly dwelling may'ſt thou find, ” 
«© Where, undiſturb'd with care, | 


Thou ſhalt not feel the chilly wind 
6 That ruffles Marg'ret's hair. 


1 


— 


« To meet me on the way; 


« Will a lover“ 5 ey. * 


8 a TT 2 


14 R 
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ce ©, raiſe "uh 5 thou an. i 

» Its weakeſt ſound were bliſs : 2 ah, EE. 

[# What cher ound my hn ca hee ; xx 
6 In ſuch a gloom as this? .. TT. 


6e But from the hill with hunaing found | 
«© The daſhing torrents fall; 


125 Loud! 18 the raging tempeſt round, EN ' * 5 
4% And mocks a lover's call, 


« Ha! RE „ 

« A gentle form appears! 41 
It is my love, my cares are paſt, OG | | 

“ How vain were all my fears) 1 3 
The form approach d, but fad and fline, arr A; 
Nor with a lover's tread 5 | po 06s 
And from his cheek the youthful glow, | 
And greeting ſmile was fled, | 


pe 


N1GHT SCENES. 


Dim ſadneſs hung upon his brow ; 


Fix'd was his beamleſs eye I 
His face was like the moon - licht bow 
Upon a win try xo 


And fix'd and ghaſtly to the Fight, fr 
Ll His firengthen'd features roſe; 

| And bended was his graceful height, 
aa bloody were his clothes. 


« O Marg'ret, calm thy troubled breaſt ! 
% Thy ſorrow now is vain : 0 
de T hy Edward from his peaceful reſt 
* Shall ne'er return again. 
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. bed ris friend has tought me low, 
4 And fix d my early doom; 

a And laid my corpſe, with feigned woe, 
* Beneath a vaulted tomb PEEK 
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c © To take 
i wit thou a. OR = | LITE FUG 
ws crow. coffin ſhare, EE 
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blood is warm upon his 


Ce. 12 255 thy father's tons tr 
z = water'd with his noun; 
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TRY is lad of yours 1 
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85 E only liv'd for ” 
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O Marg ret call on me! _ 


- — „ 
+ wh © _ 


49 
Vet deep beneath the ES dad 
I reſt my wounded head; 
cc And terrible that call, and loud 
„ Which ſhall awake the dead.” - 


No, Edward, I. will follow thee; 

"| Ani ure thy hays hams. - 7 

y « Companions ſhall our ſpirits _ 
Tho' diſtant is thy tomb. 


« O! never to my father's tower 
« Will I return again ! | 

4 bleeding heart has little power 
« To eaſe another's pain, 3 


Upon the wing my ſpirit flies, 
I feel my courſe is run; 
Nor ſhall theſe dim and weary eyes 
* Behold to-morrow's ſun,” 


. NIGHT: SCENES. A. 
Like early dew, or hoary froſt," A 
Spent with the beaming day, „ 
So ſhrunk the pale and mary ghoſt, 


And dimly wore aw U e I | 
| | ; ＋ Q 
No longer Marg ret felt the ſtorm, TID 
She bow'd her lovely head ; . 
And with her e eee, e c de 
| 4-8 | 
| 8 55 a 
| | 
F 
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RR PART | 


* g n 
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i Lovp roars the wind that ſhakes this wall; 
lt is no common blaft : 

& Deep hollow ſounds paſs thro? my hall, 
O would the night were paſt ! 


5 Methinks the dæmons of the air 
Upon the turrets growl ; 
„While down the empty winding ſtair 


7 5 


25 Their deep ng murmurs roll. 


6 The glimm'ring fire cheers not the gloom: fa 
6 How blue i its weakly N | 


66 And like a taper in a tomb, 


& But ſ preads the more diſmay, OY 


4 


"NIGHT SCENES] | 


e Athwan its melancholy light i 1 Hog 


c The lengrhen'd ſhadow falls: 2 
6 My grandſires, to my troubled we 
„ Low'r on me from theſe walls. 


«© Methinks yon angry warrior's head 
« Doth in its caſement frown, 1 
6 And darts a look, as if it ſaid, 


”— Where haſt thou laid my | fon? 1 5 


« But will theſe fancies never ceaſe?  — - 


4 O, would the night were run 127 


% My troubled ſoul can find no ee ao 


« But with the morning ſun. 


13 Vain CE the guilty a never reſt 3 
ow Diſmmay i is always near: 
cc There is a midnight i in the breaſt 


No morn ſhall ever cheer. 


cc be 


1 NIGHT SCENES, 
i The weary hind is now at oor 
6 Tho! lowly is his head, 

ce How ſweetly lies the guilt ba 
Upon the hardeſt bed! 


812 
May now 2 e 2 
« Forget his A forget his want, 
« For all can ſleep but me. 


Ive dard whateꝰ er the boldeſt can, 
« Then why this childiſh dread z 
te ] never fear'd a living man, 


. And ſhall * ; 


* No, whiſtling” ſtorms may ſhake my tower, 


« And paſſing ſpirits ſcream : 


© Their ſhadowy arms are void of power, 


Gag And but a gloomy dream. 


vreur SCENES | | 
| as But, lo! a form advancing flow 
40 Acroſs my duſky hall! 

c Art thou a friend? art thou afoe > 
= O, anſwer to my cal T. Tp 


Still nearer'to the glimm' xing light | | 


The tow ring figure ſtrode, 
Til full, and horrid to the fight, 
The munher d Edward * 


His hand a broken dagger ſway'd, = 
Like Time's dark threat'ning dart; 
And pointed to the rugged blade 
That quiver'd in his heart. 


A\% 


The blood fill trickled from his head bf 


And clotted was his hair, 4 
That on his manly ſhoulders ſpread; 
His mangled breaſt was bare. 
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Pale Conrad . but graſp' his ford; 


„ uff SCENES: 


His "TM was ike the muddy ads . 
Before the coming ſnoßõ ; 
And dark and dreadful was his eye, a 

And cloudy was his brow. | 


Fear thrill'd in ev'ry vein; 


* Pale bloody ſpectre, at this hour © © 


His quiv'ring lip half-ſpoke its word; 


He paus'd, and ſhrunk again. 


« Why do'ſt thou haunt the night ? 


I; « Has the deep gloomy vault no power 


. To keep thee from my ſight? 


« Why do'ſt thou glare? - Why de ſt thou ware 
4 That fatal curſed knife! d. | 


e yeed 1 1s done, and from the grave 


&© Who can recall to life ? 
3 1 


e 


NIGHT: $CBNESe- 


46 Wh rolls thine eye beneatt thy wow 
4c Dark as the midnight tom: 
cc © What dot chou want O, let me know! 
« But hide thy dreadful m. 


« Pq give the life's blood. from wy | heart 
= 0-0 waſh my crime: away: 
If thou'rt a ſpirit, O, . a 

c Nor haunt a wretch of clay. ; 


* Say, do'ſt thou with the bleſſed dwell ?- 
1 Return and bleſſed be! 

1 Or com'ſt thou from the loweſt hell? 

Th. * Tam more curſt than thee.” 5 


The form advanc'd with Gl ſtep, 
As though it meant to ſpeak ; 

And thrice it mov'd i its n lip, 
But ſilence did not break. 


e 


Then 


— ——— 


— 
— 
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Then fternly ſtalk'd with heavy pace, 


NIGHT SCENES. 


Which ſhook the trembling wall; 
And, frowning, turn'd its angry face, 
And vaniſh'd from the bal. 


Wich fixed eyes, pale Conrad ſtood, . 


That from their ſockets ſwell; 


Back on his heart ran the cold blood, 


He ſhudder d as he fell. 


Night fled, and thro? the window * en 


The early light to play; ; 


85 Bur on a more unhappy man 


Ne's er ſhone the dawning day. 


| The gladſome ſun all nature cheers, 


But cannot charm his cares : 


Still dwells his mind with gloomy "I 


And mutther'd Edward glares. 


„ 
NIGHT SCENES. 


= N O reſt nor conifore can 1 find, 
4 1 watch the midnight hour; 

el fit and liſten to the wind 
“ Which beats upon my tower. 


95 Metunks low voices from the ground 0 


ce Break mournſul on | mine ear, 


&« And thro! theſe empty chambers ſound 


ce So diſmal and fo drear. 


oy The ey” of ſome departed friend 
: ON Doth in my ſorrows ſhare ; 
6 Or is it but the ruſhing wind 


3 That mocketh my deſpair. 


- ” 
E * 


( Sad 
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. 
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0 : : | NIGHT SCENES, | 
Sad thro the hall the pale lamp 1. f 


wy Upon my father's arms: 


My ſoul is fill -d with gloomy dreams, 5 


A 1 fear unknown alarms. 


« Oh ! 7 have known this lonely place 
«© With ev Ty bleſſing ſtor'd | 
« And many a friend with 3 face 


Sit ſmiling at my board, 


Sr Whit round the fire, in early bloom, ** 
5 My harmleſs children Play d, 
„ Who now within the narrow tomb 


*& Are with their mother laid. 


% And now low bends my wretched head, 
«& And thoſe I lov'd are gone : 
| << My friends, my family, all are fled, 


cc And! am left alone. 


* Olk 


N ronr 80 ENES. 


4 


cc Oft as the cheerlels fire declines, 

n it I ſadly trace, „ ; 

« As lone I fit, the half form'd ies Trae 
© Of many 4 much lou d flee. e 


> 


ce But chief, 0 Marg' ret! to my mind 
© Thy lovely features riſe: ' 
07 I ſtrive to think thee leſs unkind, 
c And wipe my CT eyes. 


« F For only * I had to vaunt, 
Thou wert thy mother's pride J 
„She left thee like a ſhooting plant 


“To ſcreen my widow'd fide. 


c But thou haſt left me weak, forlom ; © 
And chilld with age's froſt, Leg Kobe | 
FE To count my weary days, and mourn 2 
«© The comforts I have loſt. 


2 15 Unkindly 
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. 52 xrenhr SCENES.” 
7 Vakiadly fair! why did'ſt thou od 
pe O, had I known the truth ! | 
EN hos Tho' Edward's father was my foe, 
10 1 would have bleſs'd the youth. 


OO could I ſee that face again, 
ee Whoſe ſmile calm'd ev'ry ſtrife”! 


And hear that voice, which ſooth'd my pain, 
« And made me wiſh for life! 5 


ce Thy harp hangs filent by the wall: 
My nights are ſad and long: 


rhe And thou art in a diſtant hall, 


[ e Where ſtrangers raiſe the ſong. 


ok Ha ſome deluſion of the mind 
c My ſenſes doth confound ! 
cc It was the harp, and not the wind, 


„That did ſo ſweetly ſound.” 1 | 


. m pt oy en. 
— 2 — A 


NIGHT SCENES, 
Old Arno roſe, all wan as death, 
With broken ſteps of cis; 
And oft” he check'd his ven d breach, 
And turn'd his Eager ear. 


When like a full, but diſtant choir 
The ſwelling ſound return 'd; 
And with the ſoft and 3 wire, 
The ſighing echoes mourn'd. 


Then ſoftly whiſper'd o'er the ſong 

| | Which Margret lov'd to play, 

Like ſome ſweet dirge, and ſad, and long, 
It faintly died away. 


His dim-worn eyes to heav'n he caſt, 

Where all bus griefs were known; 
And ſmote upon his troubled deu, 
5 And heav'd a heavy groan. 


1 
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54 NIGHT SCENES, 


1 3 it is my daughter's hand, 
But 'tis no hand of clay: 

&« And here a lonely wremh I ſtand, 
« All childleſs, bent, and grey. 


« And art thou low, my lovely child 2 
And haſt thou met thy doom ) 


15 And has thy flatrring morning ſmil'd, 


&« To bead but to the tomb? 


O let me ſee thee ere we 

- ce For ſouls like thine are bleſt; 
4 O let me fold thee to my heart 
ff aught of form thou haſt. 


c This paſſing miſt enrobes thy charms : 


ce Alas, to nought *tis ſhrunk ! 
And hollow ſtrike my empty arms 
5 Againſt my aged trunk. 


3 


& Thou'rt 


NIGHT SCENES. 


cc Thou rt fled like the low ev yaing beam 


6c That: fighs upon the bil: 
40 0 ſtay 1 tho? in thy weeds of death, 
ce Thou art my W 


Loud wak'd the ſound, then fainter grew, 


And long and ſadly mourn d; 
And ſoftly figh'd a long adieu, 
And never more return d. 


Old Arno ftretch'd him on the ground, 
Thick as the gloom of night, i 

Death 's miſty ſhadows gather d round, 

And ſwam before his fight. 


He heav'd a deep and deadly groan, 
; Which rent his lab'ring breaſt ; 
And long before the morning ſhone, 
His ſpirit was at reſt. 
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Brave a ſpreading elm, 3 high boughs 
Like knotted tufts the crow's light dwelling ſhows, 
Where ſcreen d from northern blaſts „ and winter 
proof, e 2 | X RY 
| Snug ſtands the parſon' s barn with thatched roof; 
At chaff- ſtrew d door, lanes in the morning ray, 
The gilded mots in mazy circles play, 
And ſleepy Comrade in the ſun is laid, 
More grateful to the cur than neighb ring ſhade ; p 
In ſnowy ſhirt unbrac'd, brown Robin ſtood, 
And leant upon his flail in thoughtful mood : 
His full round cheek where deeper fluſhes glow, 
The dewy drops which gliſten on his 3 Cel 
. + Bll 


An 


1 


His dark cropt pate that erſt at church or fair, 
So ſmooth and ſilky, ſhew'd ble morning 8 care, 
Which al uncouth i in matted locks combin 'd, 
Now, ends erect, defies the ruffling wind; 

His neck - band looſe, and hoſen rumpled low, | 
A careful lad, nor ſlack at labour ſhew. 5 | 
Nor ſcraping chickens chirping noun the ſtraw, | 


Nor croaking rook o'er-head, nor chat” ring « daw : „ 
Loud- breathing cow amongſt the rampy weeds, 


Nor grunting ſow that in the furrow fees: = 


t\ 


Nor ſudden breeze that ſhakes the quaking leaves, | 

And lightly ruſtles thro” the ſcatter'd chan . 

Nor floating ſtraw that ſkims athwart his noſe, 
The deeply muſing youth. may diſcompoſe. 

For Nelly fair, and blytheſt village maid, | 

Whoſe tuneful voice beneath the hedge-row ſhade, - 
At early milking, o'er the meadows born, 

E'er cheer'd the ploughman' s toil at riſi ing morn ; 2 


The neateſt maid that e er, in linen gown, 


Bore cream and butter 10 the market town: ; 


The 


58 A xxVRRIE. 
| The tighteſt laſs, that with-untator's air it 
Fer footed ale-houſe floor at wake or fair, 
Since Eaſter laſt had Robin's heart poſleſt, 
And many a time diſturb'd his nightly reſt. 
Full oft” returnin g from the looſen'd 3 
Hs e ſlack'd his pace, and knit his thoughtful brow; ; 
And oft” ere half his threſher's taſk was o'er, 
Would muſe, with arms acroſs, at cooling door : 
His mind thus bent, with downcaft eyes he ſtood, 
And leant upon his flail i in thoughtful mood, 
His foul o'er many a ſoft rememb'rance ran, 9 5 


And, mutt'ring to himſelf, the youth began. 


5 5 
«© Ah! happy is the man whoſe eatly lot 
c Hath made him maſter. of a furniſh'd cot; 
% Who trains the vine that round his window 


of 


"OY grows, 7 
&« And afier ſetting ſun his 8 hoes; 
«© Whoſe wattled pales his own encloſure _ 


T Who toils not daily in another's field. 


cc Where'er 
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cc Where'er he goes, to church or market town, 5 


ce With more reſpect he and his dog are known : 
«A briſker face he wears at wake or fair, 


40 Nor view s with longing eyes the pedlar's ware, ; 


or But buys at will or ribands, gloves, _ beads, 
e And willing maidens to the ale-houſe leads: 
« And, Oh ſecure from toils which cumber life fo 


« He nies the maid he loves an eaſy wife. 
cc Ah, Nelly! can thou with contented mind, 
Become the help-mate of a lab'ring hind, 
&« And ſhare his lot, whate'er the chances be, 


„ Who hath no dow'r, but love, to fix on thep? | 
" Yes, gayeſt maid may meekeſt matron prove, 


« And things of little note may roken love. 


Neb When from the church thou cam'ſt at eventide x 
«6 And I and red-hair'd Suſan by thy fide, - 
ll pull'd the bloſſoms from the bending tree, 


« And ſome to Suſan gave, and ſome to thee; 


* Thine were the beſt, and well thy ſmiling eye # 
7 66 The diff*rence mark'd, and Sueſs d the reaſon why, | 
8 6c When | 


8 oh REVERIE. | : 


* When on a holy-day 1 we rambling fray'd, 1 

4 85 And paſs d old Hodge's cottage in the glade; 

Hwa Neat was the den dreſs'd, ſweet hum'd the 
25 bee, „„ 
84 Nelly made for m; q 
5 2 And well methought thy very eyes reveald 

ont The ſelf-ſame wiſh within thy breaſt conceal'd, 
When artful, once, 1 ſought my love to tell, 

„ And ſpoke to thee of one who loy 'd thee well, 

| & You ſaw the cheat, and j jeering homeward hid, 


bo Yet ſecret pleaſure i in thy looks I ſpied. 


- 


— | 


© Ay, gayeſt maid may meckeſt matron prove, . 


And ſmaller ſigns chan theſe have „ 


Now, * a 1 on the e plain | 
With creaking wheels flow comes the heavy wain : 85 
High on its tow ring load a maid appears, 

And Nelly's voice ſounds chrill 1 in Robin's ears. 

Quick from bis hand he throws the cumb'rous flal, 
And leaps with lightſome limbs th' encloſing pale. 

I, | 4: EE, Oer 
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„ REVERIE. . r 
Oer field and "FG he ſrours ; and furrow wide, 
With waker'd Comrade barking by his * ; 

Whilſt tracks of trodden grain , and ſidelong hay, 


. 


And broken hedge - flow rs ſweet, mark his impetuous 
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A Dis. 


A DISAPPOINTMENT. 


Or village oreen, whoſe IN and well worn n ſod, | 
i Croks-path'd with every goſlp' s foot is trod; 


By cottage door where playful children run, 
And cats and curs ſit baſking in the ſun : 


Where o'er the earthen ſeat the thorn is bent, 


- 


Croſs- arm n'd, and back to wall, poor William leant. 


His bonnet broad drawn o'er his gather'd brow, 


His hanging lip and lengthen'd vilage' ſhew 


A mind but ill at eaſe. With motions ſtrange, 


His liſtleſs limbs their wayward poſtures change; 5 


Whilſt many a crooked line and curious maze, 


With clouted ſhoon, he on the ſand pourtrays. 
The half. ches d firaw fl ſlowly from his mouth, 


And to himſelf low mutt.ring ons the yep: 


© How 


4 DISAPPOINTMENT. „„ 


* How fimple | is this lad! and celt of gail, 
3 Who thinks with love to fix a woman 8 will: : 
40 Who ev'ry Suns morn; to pleaſe her light, at: 
«© Knots up his neck-cloth gay, hoſen white: 
Who for her pleaſure keeps TY pockets bare, 5 
* And half his wages ſpends on pedlar's _ & 3 
V When every niggard clown, or dotard old, 
Who hides in ſecret nooks his oft told gold, 
% Whoſe field or n tempts with all her pride, 
as At little cot may win her for his bride; 
„ Whilſt all the meed her filly lover gains 
* Is but the neighbours' jeering for his pains. 1 
* On Sunday laſt when Suſan's bands were read, 
« And I aſtoniſh'd fat with hanging head, 
4 Cold grew my ſhrinking limbs, and looſe my knee, 


_ + Whilſt every neighbour's eye was fix'd on me. 

8 Ah, Sue! | when laſt we work'd at Hodge” 5 boy, 

4“ And till at me you jeer'd in wanton play 
„When laſt at fair, well pleas'd by ſhow-man's ths, 
* You took the new-bought fairing from my hand; 

«© When 


| i 


= 
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en at old Hobbꝰs s you ſung that bog fo 6 e, 
46 Sweet William ſtill the burthen of the lay, 
: ads 1 little chought, alas! the lots were caſt, 
„ That chou ſhou d ſt be another's bride at laſt : 
* And bad, ö when laſt we trip'd it on the green 
26 * And n at ſtiff. back d Rob, ſmall thought I 


"6c ween, 


2 
A — 
e 


& Fre yet = <a month was flown, | 4 4) 
«-T 0 ſee thee wedded to the hateful clown. | 
© j* Ay, lucky ſwain, more gold thy pockets line ; 
But did theſe ſhapely limbs reſemble thine, - 
I'd ſtay at home, and tend . 
Nor on the green with other lads appear. 


* 


— 


* 


* 

1 | 

| 6 
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* 


| | Ay, lucky ſy wain , ho ſtore thy: cottage lacks, 
| ( And round thy barn. thick ſtands wy” 009 be 
| » 40 ſtacks; IA e . N Sis 4 


* 


« But did ſuch features hard, my viſage grace, 


* 


Fd never budge the bonnet from my face. 
| . Vet let it be: it ſhall not break my egſe: 
{| | He beſt — who doth the maiden pleaſe 
lll | e Such 


A DISAPPOINTMENT: 5 


& Such auy cauſe no more ſhall give me pain, 1 
te Nor ever maiden croſs my reſt again. a 
c. Such grizzly ſuitors with their taſte agree, 
And the black fiend may take them all for mel 


Now thro' the villoge riſe confuſed ſounds, 

Hoarſe lads, and children ſhrill, and yelping hounds, 
Straight ev'ry matron at the door i is ſeen, 
And pauſing hedgers on their mattocks lean, 
 Arevery narrow lane, and alley mouth, 
Loud laughing laſſes ſtand „ and joking youth. 
A near approaching band in colours gay, 
With minſtrels blythe before to cheer the way, 
From clouds of curling duſt which onward fly, 
In rural ſplendour break upon the « — 
As | in their way they hold ſo gayly on, 
Caps, beads, and button glancing in ths tw : 
Each village wag, with eye of roguiſh caſt, 
Some maiden jogs, and vents the read y,jeſt ; 


58 A DISAPPOINTMENT. 
Whilt village toaſts the paſſing belles deride, 
And ſober matrons marvel at their pride. 
But William, head erect, with ſettled brow, 
In ſallen filence view d the paſting ſhew ; 
And oft he ſcratch'd his pate with manful grace, | 
And ſcorn'd to pull the bonnet o'er his face ; 
But did with ſteady look unmoved wait, | 
Till hindmoſt man had rurn'd the church-yard gate; ; 
Then turn'd him to tis cot with viſage flat, 
Wbere honeſt Tray upon the threſhold ſat. 
Up jump'd the kindly beaſt his hand to lick, 
And, for his pains, receiv'd an angry kick. 
Loud ſhuts the flapping door with thund'ring om 3 


The echiden round their circling courſe begin, 


From cot to cot, in wide progreſſive ſwell, 
Deep groans the church-yard wall and neighb'ring dell, 
And Tray, reſponſive, Joins with long and piteous yell. 


A LAMENT- | 


A LAMENTATION, 


Warr ancient l wall encloſes wi 
From tread of lawleſs feet, the hallow d ground, 
And ſomber yews their dewy branches wave 
Ober many a motey ſtone and mounded grave: 
Where pariſh church, confus'dly to the fight, 
With deeper darkneſs prints the ſhades of night, 
And mo Idring tombs uncouthly gape around, 
. and fallen ſtones beſtrew the ground: 
In looſen d garb derang d, with ſcattef d hair, 
His boſom open to the nightly air, 


Lone „ Oer a new heap'd grave poor Baſil bent, 
And to himſelf began his ſimple plaint. 

5 | 
Alas how coldthy home! how low thou att! 
Who wert the pride and miſtreſs of my heart. 
F * . 


3 LAMENTATION. 


4 The fallen leaves light ruſtling o'er thee ok 1's 
2 be And o'er thee waves the rank and dewy _ 
6 The new laid ſods in decent order tell 


* How narrow now the ſpace where thou muſt dwell. 


ny Now rough and wint'ry winds may on thee bar, 
* And drizzly drifting ſnow, and ſummer's heat; 

«© Each paſſing ſeaſon rub, for woe i me! _ 

« Or ſtorm, or ſunſhine, is the ſame to thee. 

E Ah, Mary! lovely was thy ſlender form, 2 
c And ſweet thy cheerful brow, that knew no ſtorm. 
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« Thy ſte ps were graceful on the village-green, y 
As tho? thou had'ſt ſome courtly lady been: 
+. Ar church or market, {till the gayeſt laſs, 

& Each younker lack d his ſpeed to ſee thee Ree. . 
66 At early milking, tuneful was thy lay, 

« And ſweet thy homeward ſong at cloſe of day; 3 


F cc But ſweeter far, and ev 'ry youth's deſire, 

2 Thy cheerful converſe by the ew'ning fire. 
d Alas! ! no more thou'lt foot the grafly ſward ! 
« No ſong of thine ſhall ever more b head f 


65 Jet 


= 41 


A LAMENTATION? ba | : 63 
Ky Yet now they trip it lightly on the green, = 

ce As blythe and gay as thou hadſt never been: 

cc The careleſs younker whiſtles lightſome by, | 

« And other maidens catch his roving eye: 

« Around the ev ning fire, with little care, 

« The neighbours ſit, and ſcarcely miſs thee there; 
* And when the night advancing darkens round, 
N They to their reſt retire, and ſlumber ſound. 

« But Baſil cannot reſt; his days are fad, 

And long his nights upon the weary wud; 

« Yer ſtill in broken dreams thy form appears, 

cc And till my boſom proves a lover's fears. 

ce I guide thy footſteps 1 thro' the tangled wood ; 

I catch thee ſinking in the boiſt'rous flood ; 

6 I ſhield thy boſom from the chreaten d ſtroke; : 

YE claſp thee falling from the headlong rock; 

* But ere we reach the dark and dreadful deep, | 

n High heaves my troubled breaſt, I wake, and _ 
« At ev'ry wailing of the midnight wind | 


2 - 0 * dwelling comes into my mind. 
F 1 When 


70 A LAMEN TATION. 


«© When rain beats on my roof, wild kenn, abroad, 
60 I think upon thy bare and beaten ſod; 
40 ] hate the comfort of a ſhelter'd home, 
e And hie me forth o'er ſenceleſs fields to roam: 
« [ leave the paths of men for dreary waſte, 
« And bare my forehead to the howling blaſt, - 
« O Mary! loſs of thee hath fix'd my doom: 
* This world around me is a weary gloom: 
c Dull heavy muſings down my ſpirits weigh, 
« I cannot ſleep by night, nor work by day. 
Or wealth or pleaſure ſloweſt minds ifiſpire, - 
40 But cheerleſs is their toil who nought Gen,, - 
Let happier friends divide my farmers' ſtock, 
« Cut down my grain, and ſheer my little flock 8 
w For now my only care on earth ſhall be 
ce Here ev'ry Sunday morn to viſit hee; 
« And in the holy church, with heart fincere, | 
c And humble mind, our worthy curate hear: 
« He beſt can tell, when earthly cares are " 
6 * The ſureſt way to meet wich hoe at . 


— 


” I'll 


ren. 
6e Tl thus a while a weary life abide, 
ce Till waſting Time hath laid me by thy 600 1 
“For now on earth there is no place for me, 
« Nor peace, nor ſlumber, _ I reſt with . 


Loi from the loſt 3 kuell, 
Solemn, and awful, toll'd the pariſh bell ; 
A later hour than ruſties deem it meet 
That church-yard ground be trode by mortal feet, 


-- Wa walling lover ſtartled at the ſound, 


And rais'd his head and caft his eyes around, 
The gloomy pile in ſtrengthen'd horrour lower'd, 
Large and majeſtic ev'ry object tower'd : | 
Dim thro the gloom they ſhew'd their forms unknown, 
And tall and ghaſtly roſe each whiten'd ſtone: 


Aaoſt the waking ſcreech-owl” gan to ſing, 


And paſt him Kind the bat with flapping wing, | 

The fears of nature woke within his breaſt z 

He left the hallowed ſpot of Mary's reſt, 
„„ 
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= A LAMENTATION: | 


And | ed h his way the church-yard wall to gain, 
Then check'd his coward heart, and tum d again. 
The ſhadows round a deeper horrour wear; 
1 deeper ſilence hangs upon his ear; 
3 A ſtiller reſt is o'er the ſettled ſcene ; 


Wi- His flutt'ri ring heart recoils, and fhrinks again. 


With haſty ſteps he meaſures back the ground, 

And leaps with ſummon? d force the church-yard bound; 
Then home with knocking limbs „and quicken d 
breath, TY Ie 

His footſtep _w from the plack of death. : 


XN ADDRESS TO THE MUSES. 


VI tuneful Siſters of the lyre, | 
Who dreams and fantaſies inſpire; 
Who over poeſy preſide, 
And on a lofty hill abide 
Above the ken of mortal ſight, | 
Fain would I ſing of you, could 1 addreſs ye right. 


Thus known, your pow'r of old was fun g. 
And temples with your praiſes rung; 
: And When the ſong of battle roſe, | 
Or kindling wine, or lovers' woes, 
The poet's ſpirit inly burn'd, 
And ſtill to you his upcaſt eyes were turn'd. v1 * 
- 7 | The 


74 1 ADDRESS ro 
The youth all wrapp'd in viſion bright, 


Beheld your robes of flowing white: 
And knew your forms benignly grand, 


An awful, but a lovely band; 


And felt your inſpiration ſtrong, 
And warmly pour'd his rapid lay along. 


The aged bard all heav'n-ward glow'd, 
And hail'd you daughters of a god ; 
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Tho- to his dimmer eyes were ſeen 


Nor graceful form, nor heav'nly mien, So 
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Full well he felt that ye were near, | 
And heard you in the blaſt that ſhook his hoary hair, 


— coo —— 
— — — 
* — 


Ye lighten d up the valley's bloom, 

And deeper ſpread che foreſt's gloom ; 

The lofty hill ſublimer ſtood, 

And grander roſe the mighty flood ; 

For then Religion lent her aid, = 

. Apd o'er the mind of man ow ſacred empire ſpread, 
Tho” 


THE MUSES, . 1 
Tho rolling 8 ages now are paſt, 
And altars low, and temples waſte ; 

Tho' rites and oracles are Oer, 

| And gods and heros rule no more; 

Your fading honours ſtill remain, | 

And ſtill * yot'ries call, a long and motley train. | 


They ſeek you not on hill and plain, 

Nor court you in the ſacred fane ; 

Nor meet you in the mid-day dream, 

Upon the bank of hallowed ſtream ; 

Yet Rill for inſpiration ſue, ; 
And ſtill each lifts his fervent prayer to you. 


He knows ye not in woodland gloom, 
But wooes ye 4 the ſhelfed room ; 
And ſeeks you in the dyſty nook, 
And meets you in the letter d book; 
Full well he knows you by your names, 
And ſtill with poets fairb your preſence claims. 
The 


78 ' AN ADDRESS TO 


The youthful poet; pen in hand, 
All by the fide of blotted ſtand, 


In rev'rie deep, which none may break, 


| Sits rubbing of his beardleſs cheek ; | 
I 5 


And well his inſpiration knows, 


Een by the dewy drops that trickle o'er his noſe. 


The tuneful ſage of riper fame, 

Perceives you not in heated frame; 

But at concluſion of fin verſe, 

Which ſtill his mutt'ring lips rehearſe, . 
Oft' waves his hand in grateful pride, 5 


And owns the heav'nly pow'r that did his fancy guide. 


O lovely fiſters! is it true, 
That they are all inſpir'd by you? 
And while they write, with magic charm'd, 


And high enthuſiaſm warm'd, 


We may not queſtion heav'nly lays, 


For well I wot, they give you all the praiſe. 


O lovely 


2 MUSES. 


0 lovely ſiſters! well it ſhews 

How wide and far your bounty flows 2 
Then why from me withhold your beams 2 
Unviſited of heav'nly dreams, 

Whene' er I aim at heights ſublime, 


Still downward am] call'd to ſeek ſome ſtubborn rhyme. 


No haſty "FRE breaks the gloom, 
Nor flaſhing thoughts unſought for come, 
Nor fancies wake i in time of need ; 

I labour much with little ſpeed ; 

And when my ſtudied taſk is done, 


Too well, alas! I mark it for my own. 


Yet ſhould you never ſmile on me, 

And rugged ſtill my verſes be; ; 

Unpleaſing to the tuneful train, 

Who only prize a flowing ſtrain ; 

And ſtill the learned ſcorn my lays, : 

I'Il lift my heart to you, and ſing your praiſe. 


Lou 


iſ 
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Four varied miniſtry to trace, 

' Your honour'd names, and godlike race; 

And lofty bow'rs where fountains flow, 

They'll better fing who better know; 

a I praiſe ye not with Grecian lyre, 

Nor will I hail ye daughters of a heathen fire. 


Ye are the ſpirits who prefide 

f In earth, and air, and ocean wide; 

In hiſſing flood, and crackling fire; 

In horror dread, and tumult dire; 
In ſtilly calm, and ſtormy wind, | = 
And rule the anſw'ring changes in the human mind. | 


High on the tetnpeſt-beaten hill, . 

Your miſty ſhapes ye ſhift at will; 

The wild fantaſtic clouds ye form; 

Your voice is in the midnight ſtorm, 

Whilſt in the dark and jonely hour, 5 

Oft ſtarts the boldeſt heart, and owns yotfſectet pow r. 


F rom 


: THE MUSES. 
From you, when growling ſtorms are paſt, 
And lightning ceaſes on the waſte, TS 
And when the ſcene of blood is o'er, 
And groans of death are heard no more, 


Still holds the mind each parted form, 


| Like afterechoing of th' o erpaſſed ſtorm. 
When cloſing glooms o'erſpread the day, 
And what we love has paſs'd away, 
Ve kindly bid each pleaſing ſcene 


Within the boſom ſtill remain, 


Like moons who doth their watches run 
With the reflected brightneſs of the parted ſun. 


The ſhining day; and aightly ade, 

The cheerful plain and gloomy glade, | 
The homeward flocks, and ſhepherds Plays 
The buſy hamlet's cloſing day, 

Full many a breaſt with pleaſures ſwell, 
Who ne'er ſhall have the gift of words to tell. 


oft 
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Oft' when the moon looks from « on high, : 
And black around the ſhadows lips R | 
And bright the ſparkling waters gleam, 
t And ruſhes ruſtle by the ſtream, | 
Sbrill ſounds, and fairy forms are known 


8 By ſimple nighted ſwains, who wander late alone. 


Ye kindle up the inward glow, 
'Ye ſtrengthen ev'ry outward ſhow; 
Ye overleap the ſtrongeſt bar, 
And join what Nature ſunders ur : 
And viſit oft in fancies wild, CE 15 


The breaſt of learned lage, and ſunpie child. 


From him who wears a monarch's crown, 
To the unletter'd artleſs clown, 
All in ſome ſtrange and lonely hour 
Have felt, unſought, your ſecret pow'r, 
And lov'd your nn 
You add but to the bard the art to tell.“ 

ag | Ye 


a; __ THE KV5Es, 

Ye mighty ſ pris s of the ſong, 

To whom the poets” pray'rs belong, 
My lowly boſom to inſ pire, ; 

And kindle with your ſacred fire, 

' Your wild obſcuring heights to brave, 


Is boon, alas ! too great for me to crave. 


But O, ſuch ſenſe of matter bring 
As they who feel and never ſing 


Wear on their hearts, it will avail 


With ſimple words to tell my tale $5 
And till contented will I be, 


Tho' greater inſpirations never fall to me. 


8 


And 1 ſhall ſee thy face no more. 


I will not ſtay to give thee pain. _ 


- — — ———— ner 


A MELANCHOLY LOVER's FARE- 
WELL T O HIS MISTRESS. | 


My Phillis, all my hopes are o'er, 


Since ev'ry ſecret wiſh is vain, | 


Then do not hang thy low'ring brow, 


But let me blefs thee ere I go : 
Nor, O, deſpiſe my laſt adieu! 
P've loy'd thee long, and lov'd thee true. 


The proſpects of my youth are croft, 
My health is flown, my vigour loſt ; | 


| My ſoothing friends augment my * b 


And cheerleſs is my native plain; 
Dark 


6 & 
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A MELANCHOLY LOVER's FAREWELL, * 83 


bak © o'er my ſpirit hangs the gloom, 
And thy diſdain has fix'd my doom. 
But light gales ruffle o'er the ſea, 
Which ſoon ſhall bear me far from thee; 
And vhereſoe er our courſe is caſt, 
I know will bear me to my reſt. 

Full deep beneath the briny wave, i 
Where reſt the venturous and brave, 
A place may be decreed for me; 
And ſhould no tempeſt raiſe the ſea, 
Far hence upon a foreign land, 
Whoſe ſons, perhaps, with friendly hand 
The ſtranger's lowly tomb may raiſe ; 

A broken heart will end my days. 


But Heaven' 8 vlflng on | thee reſt ! 
And may no troubles vex thy breaſt ! 
Perhaps, when penſive and alone, : 
You'll think of me when I am gone; 

G2 — a 


84 _ A MELANCHOLY LOVER'S © 
And gentle tears of pity ſhed, 


When I am in my narrow bed. 


Yet ſoftly let thy ſorrow flow! 
And greater may'ſt thou never know ! 
All free from worldly care and ſtrife, 
Long may'ſt thou live a happy life! 
And ev'ry earthly bleſſing find, 

Thou lovelieſt of womankind : 

And bleſt thy ſecret wiſhes be! 


| Tho” cruel thou haſt been to me. 


And do'ſt thou then thine arm extend 
And may I take thy lovely hand? 

And do thine eyes thus gently look, 
As tho? ſome kindly wiſh they ſpoke ? 

My gentle Phillis, tho? ſevere, 

ĩ do not grudge the ills I bear; 

But ſtill my greateſt grief will be, 

To think my love has troubled thee, 


O, do 


O, do not ſcorn this ſwelling grief ! | 
The laden boſom ſeeks relief: 

Nor yet this infant weakneſs blame, 
For thou haſt made me what I am. 
But hark ! the failors call away, 

No longer may I ling'ring ſtay; 
May price within thy manſion dwell ! 


O, gentle Phillis, fare thee * f 


Py 4 


' FAREWELL TO HIS MISTRESS. 


* 


AcH EER. 


7 
* 
; 
$ * 
* 
* 
4 
oy 
$4 
LY 
5 
1 
, U 
2 


CE OE WO ———— — ——̃ 


A 
S. 
y 1 
4 


A CHEERFUL TEMPERED LO- 
VER' 8 FAREWELL T O HIS MI. 
TRE S8. 


Tun light winds on the ſtreamers play 
| That ſoon ſhall bear me far away; 

My comrades give the parting cheer, 

And I alone have linger'd here. 


- 


| Now Phill. my love, ſince it will be, 
And I muſt bid farewell to thee, 
Since ev'ry hope of thee is flown, 
Ne'er ſend me from thee with a frown ; 
But let me kindly take thy hand, 
And bid God bleſs me in a foreign land. 15 


No 


A CHEERFUL TEMPERED LOVER'S, &c. 87 
No more I'll loiter by thy fide, 
Well pleas d thy gameſome taunts to bide ; 


Nor lovers gambols lightly W 

To make me graceful i in thine eye; 

Nor ſing the merry roundelay, : 

To cheer thee at the cloſe of day. 

Yet ne'ertheleſs tho' we muſt part, 

I'll bear thee ſtill upon my heart; | 

And oft? Pl fil the ruddy glaſs, 

To toaſt my lovely ſcornful laſs. 

Far hence, upon a foreign ſhore, 
till will I keep an open door, 

And ſtill my little fortune ſnare 
With all who ever breath'd my native air. 
| And who thy beauteous face hath ſeen, 

oOr ever near thy dwelling been, 

Shall puſh about the flowing bowl, 

And be che maſter of the whole. 
And ev'ry woman for thy ſake, 


Though proud and cruel, as chey re weak, 
8 5 


=; A CHEERFUL TEMPERED LOVER'S 
Shall in my walls protection find, 
Thou faireſt of a fickle kind. 


O, dearly ! dearly have I paid, 

Thou little haughty cruel maid, 5 
To give that inward peace to thee, 
Which thou haſt tab en away from me. 
Soft haſt 3 ſlept, with boſom light, 
Whilſt I have watch'd the weary night; 
And now I croſs the ſurgy deep, 

That thou may ſt ſill untroubled ſleep 
But in thine eyes, what do I ſee, 
Thar looks as tho” they. pres me ? 

I thank thee, Phill. yet be not fad, 

J leave no blame upon thy head. 

1 would, more grac'd with pleaſing make, 
8 had been better for chy ſake, 

But yet, perhaps, when I ſhall dwell 


Far hence, chou'lt ſometimes think how well— 


pas 1 dare 


I dare not ſtay, ſince we muſt part, 


T'expoſe a fond and fooliſh heart; 


Where'er I go, it beats for you, 


FAREWELL TO HIS MISTRESS. 
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10 HIS MISTRESS. 


| F AREWELL thou haughty, cruel 1 5 


Upon thy brow no longer wear 

That ſombre look of cold diſdain, 
Thou neꝰer ſhalt ſce my face again. 
Now ev ry filly wiſh 1 is o'er, 

And fears and doubtin g's. are n no more. 
All cruel as thou art to 1 

Long has my heart been fix'd on Lee; * 
On thee I've mus d the live- long day, 
And thought the weary night away; 
I've trac'd thy footſteps o'er the green, 


And ſhar'd thy rambles oft unſeen; *® 


A PROUD LOVER' 8 FAREWELL 


I've 


A.PROUD LOVER'S FAREWELL, & cc. 91 
Toe linger'd near thee night and day, 
When thou haſt thought me far away; 
I've watch'd the turning of thy face, | 


And fondly mark'd thy moving grace ; 
And wept thy riſing ſmiles to ſee; 

I've bias : fool for love of thee. 
Vet do not think I tay the while 
Thy weakly pity to beguile: 
Let forced favour fruitleſs prove! 


The pity curſt, that brings not love ! 
No woman eder ſhall give me pain, 
Or ever break my reſt again : 


Nor aught that comes of woman kind 


Have pow'r again to move my mind. 7 55 | 
Far on a foreign ſhore I'll ſeek 
Some lonely iſland, bare and bleak ; 
I'll ſeek ſome wild and rugged cell, 1 
And with untamed creatures dwell. 
To hear their cries is now my choice, 


Far more than man's deceitful voice: 
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To liſten to the howling wind, 
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Than luring tongue of womankind. 
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They look not beautiful and good, 


But roughſome ſeem as s they are rude, 
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O Phillis ! thou haſt wreck'd a heart, 
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Which proudly bears, but feels the ſmart. 
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Adieu! adieu! ſhould'ſt thou e' er prove 
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The pang of ill-requited love, 
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Thou'lt know what I have borne for thee, 
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And then thou wilt remember me. 
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A POET, 


A POET, OR, SOUND-HEARTED | 
LOVER'S FAREWELL TO HIS 
' MISTRESS. 1 


if 


F AIR Nymph, who doſt my fate controul, 5 
And reign'ſt the miſtreſs of my ſoul, nl 
| Where thou all bright in beauties ray UL 

Haſt held a long tyrannick ſway, 

They who the hardeſt rule maintain, 

In e commands do ſtill refrain 

From what impoſſible muſt prove, 


But thou haſt bade me ceaſe to love; 


Nor would ſome gentle mercy give, 
And only bid me ceaſe to live. 
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: 94 A POET, OR, SOUND-HEARTED LOVER'S, 
Ah! when the magnet's pow'r 1s o'er, 


The compaſs then will point no more ; 


And when no verdure cloaths the { pring, 
The tuneful birds forget to ſing : 

But thou all ſweet and heav'nly fair, 
Haſt bade thy ſwain from love forbear. 


In pity let thine own fair hand 


A death's- wound to this boſom ſend: 


This tender heart of pureſt faith 


May then reſign thee with i its breath; 
And in the ſun- beam of thine eye * 
A proud and willing victim die. 


But ſince thou wilt not have it ſo, 


Far from thy preſence will I go: 


Far from my heart's dear bliſs ru ſtray, 


Since I no longer can obey. 

In foreign climes I'll diſtant roam, 

No more to hail my native home: 5 
— 


FAREWELL TO HIS MISTRESS. 83 


Jo foreign ſwains I'll pour my woe, 


In foreign plains my tears ſhall flow: © 
By murm'ring ſtream and ſhildy grove | | 
Shall cher echoes tell my love; 

And richer flow'rs of vivid hue 

Upon my tomb ſhall other maidens ſtrew. 


Adieu, dear Phillis! ſhould'ſt thou e er 
Some ſoft and plaintive ſtory hear, 
Of hapleſs youth who died for love, 
Or all forlorn did baniſh'd rove, - 
O think of me! nor then deny 


The gentle tribute of a ſigh. 


| It may be objected that all theſe lovers are equally 
ſad, though one is a cheerful, the other a melancholy 
lover. It is true they are all equally fad, for they are 
all equally in love, and in deſpair, when it is impoſ- 
fible for them to be otherwiſe ; but if I have piftured 
| __. - wm. 
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their farewell complaints in ſuch a way as to give you 
an idea that one lover is naturally of a melancholy, 


one of a cheerful, and gne of a proud temper, I have 


done all that is intended. 
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- ENGLISH Laps. 5 EA 


Au. ſhrouded i in the » winter r ſow, 
The maiden held her way; ; 

Nor chilly winds that roughly e 
Nor dark night could her ay. 

Oer hill and dale, chrough buſh and briar, 
She on her Journey kept; ; 


Save often when ſhe gan to tire, 


She ſtop'd awhile and wept. © © 


wil creatures left their caverns  drear, 
To raiſe their nightly yell; eh 


But licle doth the boſom fear, Yak 
| Where inward troubles dwell 


pa 
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No watch-light from the diſtant ſpire, | 15 


To cheer the gloom ſo deep, 


— — 
5 rag, — - — — 
* r — 


Nor rvinkling ſtar, nor cottage fire 


Did thro* the darkneſs mo 
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Vet heedleſs ſtill ſhe held her way, 

Nor fear'd ſhe crag nor dell; 
ke ghoſt that thro” the gloom to ſtray, 
þ Wagkes with the midnight bell. 


q | No night thro! her dark watches ran, 
| | Which lock the peaceful mind; = 
1 - And thro' the neighb'ring hamders * dun 

* o wake the yawning hind, . 


Yet bark of dog, nor village cock, 
That ſpoke the morning near; 


Nor gray-light trembling on the rock, 


Her 'nighted mind could cheer, 
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The whirling fail, and clacking mill 


| Wake with the early de; . 
And careleſs children F loud and ſhrill, 


And as ſhe paſy'd each cottage door, 
They did their gambols ceaſe; 
And old men ſhook their locks ſo hou 


And wiſh'd her ſpi pirit peace. 


For ſometimes and ſometimes faſt, 
She held her wav'ring pace; 
Like early ſpring's inconſtant blaſt, 
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That ruffles evening's face. 
At jengrh with weary feet ſhe came, 
Where in a ſhelt ring wood, 
Whoſe maſter bore no humble name, 
A E caſtle ſtood. 
Hz2 _ _ >. _— 
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The open gate, and ſmoking fires, 
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Which cloud the air ſo thin; | 
And ſhrill bell tinkling from the ſpires, 
| Beſpoke a feaſt within. 


With buſy looks, and haſty tread, 


The ſervants croſs the hall; 


And many a page, in buſkins red, 


Await the maſter's call. 


Fair ſtreaming bows of bridal white 
On ev ry ſhoulder play d; | 


And clean, in lily kerchief dight, 


Trip'd every houſhold maid, —- 


She aſk'd for neither lord nor dame, 
Nor who the manſion own'd 5 | 

But ſtraight into the hall ſhe came, 
And ſat her on the ground. 


bo | es — A | The 
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The buſy crew all crouded nigh . 

And round the ſtranger ſtar d; 
But Rill ſhe roll'd her wand”ring eye, 


3 I pee 


i 
"1 
Sf 

+ 

.. 

1 


Nor for their queſtions card. 


6 What doſt thou want, 4 n maid, 
e That thou theſe portals paſt? 

1] ſuiteth here thy looks diſmay * 
os INOS: art no bidden gel. 


O chide not aid a gentle page, | 
And wip'd his tear-wet cheek, 
© Who would not ſhun the winter's rage D 
we The wind is cold and bleak. 


ee Her robe is ſtiff with drizly ſnow, 
And rent her mantle grey; | 
None ever bade the wretched go 


© Upon his wedding-day.” 


H 3 En. . Then 
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Then to his lord he hied him ſtraight, 


Where round on filken ſeat 


Sat many a courteous dame and knight, 


And made obeiſance meet. 


ce There is a ſtranger in your hall, 


Who wears no common mien; 


* Hard were the heart, as flinty wall, | 


cc T hat would not take her in. 
| - 4 
& A fairer dame in hall or bower 
cc Mine eyes did ne'er behold ; 
cc Tho? ſhelter'd 1 no father's tower, 


* And turn'd out to the cold. 


6 Her face is like an early morn, 


“ Dimm'd with the nightly dew; 


< Her ſkin is like the ſheeted torn, 


4 Her eyes are wat'ry blue. 
atk | es Is 


cc And 


« And tall and flender is her . 
a Like willow 0 er the brook x 
Fc But on her brow there broods a ſtorm, 
«© And reſtleſs is her lx —-_ 


* And well her troubled motions thew 
© The tempeſt in her mind; 

Like the unſhelter'd fapling bough | 
e Vex'd with the wintry wind, 


Her head droops on her ungirt breaſt, 
os And ſcatter'd is her hair; 
6 Vet lady brac'd in courtly veſt 


ee Was never half fo fair. 


Reverſe, and cold the turning blood 

The bridegroom” 5 cheek forſook : 
He ſhook and ſtagger'd as he ſtood, 
And falter'd as he ſpoke. 
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104 ' THE STORM-BEAT MAID. 
e So ſoft and fair 1 know a maid, 

| „There is but only ſhe ; 

A wretched man her love betray'd, 

And wretched let him be.” 
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Deep frowning, turn'd the bride's dark eye, 
For bridal morn unmeet ; : 

With trembling ſteps her lord did hie 

1 he ſtranger fair to greet. | 


Tho' looſe in ſcatter'd weeds array 'd, 
And ruffled with the Korm > ; - | fs 


Like lambkin from its fellows gray 'd, 


— m_— —— 64 AID” * 2 p ” 2 
* 8 enn : 8 pa * 1 7 —— 8 1 * — * $ r L a 
. 8 - bm — 8 2 r e . r T IGt E 7h oe ae — 6. — 8 — FS; . > . — — — 2 * —. 
— 7 —— — rs oe es - Pe r Dy. gy * > ASIC — 8 — — - 
kd — — 5 — — 2 bh eo ee” * - e kl ge — - D * 1 —_— PIT” N . WE) — B "OTA ons _ 
————— — — — 4.” nr — — — — — — —5— : — '{ 


He knew her graceful form. 
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But 12 he foy'a her „ eye, 
And features ſharp and wan, 
He heav'd a deep and heavy gh, 


And down the big tears ran. 


0 Why 
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“ Why droops thy bead, thou lovely mail, 
0 Upon thy hand of ſnow? : 

c EG it becauſe thy love betray'd, 

i That thou art brought ſo low ? 


Quick from her eye the keen glance came 
Who queſtion'd her to ſee: 
And oft the mutter'd o'er his name, 


And wiſt not it, was he. 


Full hard againſt his writhing brows | | 
His clenched hands he preſt ; 
Full high his lab'ring boſom roſe, 
And rent its filken veſt. 
** O curſed be the golden price, 
% That did my baſeneſs prove 
e And curſed be my friends advice, 
7 That wil'd me from thy love! | 
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c And 


105 


1 „ eee ee 


* 
+ 
bh... 
* 
a 
* 
* 
1 
18 
20 
- 
34 
* 
= 
0 
3 
* 
* 
5 
* 
* 
* 
5 
14 
*. 
15 
* 
Fat 
ö ll 
0 
1 


rr 


A rr 


. 


8 — 
— A wound I tworng ce 
TX. OXY 


n r 4. 
. . 
- "I I 


1 


106 IHE STORM-BEAT MAID. 


Thar And curſed be the woman's art, 


6 That lur'd me to her ſnare 5 
« And curſed be the faithleſs heart 
4“ That left thee to deſpair ! 


& Yet now I'll hold thee to my fide, 
* Tho' worthleſs I have been, 
«© Nor friends, nor wealth, nor'dizen'd bride, 


« Shall ever ſtand between. 


& When thou art weary and depreſs d, 
& Fl lull thee to thy ſleep; 

& And when dark fancies vex thy breaſt, 
& Il fit by thee and weep. . ' 


4 III tend thee like a reſtleſs child | 
„ Where'er thy rovings be; 
6 Nor geſture keen, nor | eye-ball wild, 


e Shall turn my love from thee, 
| * 


0 Night 


THE STORM-BEAT MAID. . 197 | 
ce N icht ſhall not hang cold « o'er r thy head, 
ce And I ſecurely lie ; | 


. Nor drizly clouds upon thee ſhed, | | nf 
And I in covert dry. | 


66% 1711 Wa the 4 blaſt on the heath, 


TY ſhare thy wants and pain : | 


© Nor friend nor, foe, nor life nor death, 


60 Shall ever n us twain.“ 


THUNDER. 


T H UN DR. 


SPIRIT of ſtrength, to whom in wrath tis given 
To mar the earth, and ſhake the vaſty heaven: 
Behold the gloomy robes, that ſpreading hide 
Thy fecret majeſty, lo ! flow and wide: ; 

Thy heavy Kirts fail in the middle air, 

Thy ſultry ſhroud is o'er the noanday glare: 
Th' advancing clouds ſublimely roll'd on high, 
Deep in their pitchy volumes clothe the ky : : 
Like hoſts of gach' ring foes array'd in death, 
Dread hangs their gloom upon the earth beneath, 
It is thy hour: the awful deep is till, 

And laid to reſt the wind of ev'ry hill. 

Wild creatures of the foreſt homeward ſcour, 


And in their dens with fear unwonted cow'r. 


Pride 


IHUN DER. 


Pride in the lordly palace is forgot 3 
And in the lowly ſhelter of the cot 1 
The poor man ſits, with all his family round, 
In awful expectation of thy ſound. | 
Lone an | his way the tray'ller ſtands aghaſt ; 
The fearful looks of man to heav'n are caſt, | 
When, lo! thy lightning dem on high, 


As ſwiftly turns his ſtartled eye; 
And ſwiftly as. thy ſhooting blaze 
Each half performed motion ſtays, | 
Deep awe, all human ſtrife and labour Rills, 


And thy dread voice _ the earth and heaven fills 


Bright burſts the lightning from the BC dark 
womb, 2 - | 
As quickly fwallow'd 3 in the cloſing gloom. 
The diſtant ireamy flaſhes, ſ] pread aſkance 
In paler ſheetings, ſkirt the wide expanſe, 
| Dread flaming from aloft, the cat ract dire 


Oft meets in middle ſpace the nether fire. 


Fierce, 


= 0 N * a . A — 
4 —— — — — — — — 7 ——— tr os = A ” * <a b tt, +» $9 9 
% 3 B e n — * r n 9 . . Y 2 ; : : A 
1 A 3 8 F 1 — 2 15255 oF — . —— on en — . 90 . ” — ee * 1 22 
5 a ere £ bs _ N 
— n — $572 2 N 2 — - ee. oh — W _ — 
— us nn nm eres — — &o — 4 = — — - — - y — — ===": 
— * 4 m — . 
— — — - . . — —— — — - — j . 


— 


* 2 2 
gr mn ia —— 
e 1 


5 
— — 
r + 
. 


28 
— — 
oe 


ang ret l LET” _ r= — - a a . — 0 = 
- e 92 — al © {a — 7 AI r . 8 . — — r * 
Wm py be pl . — "= —— p ——— r NS watt, on WS 2 e ; N 
2 1 ebony © — eg OBESE 20, Bets e by : 7 — — — he Aſtor "4 - b j = — — b P ee 2 
. — 0 " n 2 8 3 5 N * * * rafts — nid bo — 1 — AR — 9 — r ee "IN 
bs — —— • -¶ql— — es —— — "4 2 - 


. 8 
a. N re rhuReAty ite Mos aa 
N 


2 N- | 
2 . w 
** 
3 ry 


— 2 - EET 
* no - 
wa, —— > 
En NE Mn ng 
Sat AA 
* . - 


b —_ . % Ky * 8 

x NIN ; ; 2 A ren 1 n 

— — EEE SO, — 
— — —.— n 8 r 


neee I 
2 r 33 — EE 2 
* a * — NY — 
- od Ante HG Rr rr ar AA > are tr ot es 
7 A = a * Fe PD $3 o Xu 
bl 248 > 2 * N 
Ry 
» 


par veto 


89 


— — b ns axe} * 
— —— ͥ —— — 


—_— . 
J ̃ — FEAT 


nw —— — 
— tp reader + rr pee RT 


3 1 a 5 WY r 
nan 3 — — — end A AIP Sora nts — - 
» 


110. 5 buvvprx. 


Fierce, red, and Ws ſhiv'ring in the airy 


: Athwart mid-darkneſs ſhoots the len gthen'd glare. 


Wild glancing round, the feebler lightning plays; 
The rifted centre pours the gen'ral blaze ; 
And from the warring clouds in fury driven *, 


Red writhing falls the keen embodied bolt of heaven. 


From the dark bowels of the i cloud 


Dread ſwells the rolling peal, full, deep'ning, hd. 


Wide ratt'ling claps the heavens ſcatter'd o'er, 
In gather'd ſtrength lift the tremendous roar; 
With weaning force it rumbles over head, 8 
Then, growling, wears away to ſilence dread. 
Now waking from afar in doubled might, | 
Slow rolling onward to the middle height; 
Like craſh of mighty mountains downward hurl'd, 


Like the upbreaking of a « wrecking world, 


* In poetry we have only 00 do with appearances; and the 
zig-zag lightning, commonly thought to be the thunder-bolt, is 
certainly firm and embodied, compared to pry lightning, 
which takes no diſtin ſhape at all. 


In 


THUNDER. : | BTK 
1 dreadlul aeg th en grand 

Burſts wide, and awful, o'er the trembling land. 

The lofty mountains echo back che roar, 

Deep from afar rebounds earth's rocky ſhore ; 

All elſe exiſting i in the ſenſes bound 

Is loſt in the immenſity of ſound. 

Wide jarring ſounds by turns in ſtrength convene, 
| And deep, and terrible, the ſolemn pauſe between. 


Aloft upon the mountain's ſide 
The kindled foreſt blazes wide. 
Huge fragments of the rugged ſteep . 
Are tumbled to the laſhing deep. 
Firm rooted in the * rock, 
Loud craſhing falls the ſtubborn oak. 
The lightning keen, in waſteful ire, 
Fierce darting on the lofty ſpire, 
Wide rends in twain the ir'n-knit” ſtone, 


And ſtately tow'rs are lowly thrown, 
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1 Wild flames o efoous the wide campaign, 
And plough aſkance the hiſng main. 
. Nor ſtrength of man may brave the ſtorm, 


14 | Nor ſhelter ſkreen the ſhrinking form; 


The maiden turns her glances ws 


1 | | Nor caſtle wall its fury ſtay, 

1 i | Nor maſly gate may bar its way. N 

il | It viſits thoſe of low eſtate, ger : ; 
i | It ſhakes the dwellings of the great, 
1 It looks athwart the ſecret tomb, 

| | And glares upon the priſon's gloom ; . 

[ il | While dungeons deep, in unknown light, 

It Flaſh hidious on the wretches' ſight, © 

[ ö And lowly groans the downward cell, 

Wi Where deadly filence wont to dwell. | 

| by Now upcaſt eyes to heav'n adore, 

WEE | 

bi And knees that never bow'd before. 

| In ſtupid wonder ſtares the child ; 


- And 


THUNDER. ä 


And liſts to hear the coming roar : 

The aged ſhake their locks ſo hoar: 

And ſtouteſt hearts begin to fail, 

And many a manly cheek is pale; 

Till nearer cloſing peals aſtound, 

And craſhing ruin mingles round; 

Then "numbing fear awhile up- binds 

The pauſing action of their minds, 

Till wak'd to dreadful ſenſe, they lift their eyes, 
And round the ſtricken corſe, ſhrill ſhrieks of horror 


riſe. 


Now thinly ſpreads the falling hail 
A motly winter o'er the vale, 
The hailſtones bounding as they fall 
| On hardy rock, or ſtorm· beat wall. 
The loud beginning peal its fury checks, 
Now full, now fainter, with irreg'lar breaks, 
* has weak in force, unites the ſcatter'd ſound ; 


And rolls its lengthen'd grumblings to the diſtant bound. 
fi A thick 
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A thick and muddy whiteneſs clothes the ky, 
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In paler flaſhes gleams the lightning by; 
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And thro” the rent cloud, filver'd with his ray, 
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The ſun looks down on all this wild affray; 
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As high enthron'd above all mortal ken, 


1 A greater Pow'r beholds the ſtrife of men: 


Yet o'er the diſtant hills the darkneſs ſcowls, 


And deep, and long, the parting tempeſt growls. 
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WIND. 


N I 


— 


Pow uncontrollable, who hold'ſt thy ſway 
In the unbounded air, whoſe trackleſs way 

Is in the firmament, unknown of ſight, 
Who bend'ſt the ſheeted heavens in thy might, 
And lift ſt the ocean from its loweſt bed 
To join in middle ſpace the conflict dread ; 
Who o'er the peopled earth in ruin ſcours, 
And buffets the firm rock that proudly low'rs, 
Thy ſigns are in the heav'ns. The upper clouds 
Draw ſhapeleſs o'er the ſky their miſty ſhrowds ; 
Whilſt darker fragments rove in lower bands, 
And mournful purple coal the diſtant lands. 
In gather'd tribes, upon the hanging peak 
The ſea- fowl ſcream, ill-omen'd creatures ſhriek : 


I 2 - Unwonted 
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Unwonted ſounds groan on the diſtant wave, 
And murmurs deep break from the downward cave. 
Unlook d- for guſts the quiet foreſts ſhake, 
And ſpeak thy coming awful Pow'r, awake! 


Like burſt of mighty waters wakes the blaſt, 
In wide and boundleſs ſweep : thro' regions vaſt 
The floods of air in looſen'd fury drive, 
And meeting currents ſtron g, and fiercely ſtrive. : 
Firſt wildly raving on the mountain's brow 
"Tis heard afar, till o'er the plains below : 
With even ruſhing force it bears along, 
And gradual ſwelling, louder, full, and ſtrong, 
Breaks wide in ſcatter d bellowing thro? the air. 
Now is it huſh'd to cola, now rous'd to war, 
Whilſt in the pauſes of the nearer blaſt, 

The farther guſts howl from the diſtant waſte. 
Now ruſhing furious by, with looſen'd ſweep, 


Now rolling grandly on, ſolemn and deep, 


* 


wind, 117 
Its burſting ſtrength the full embodied ſound 
In wide and ſhallow brawlings ſcatters round ; 
Then wild in eddies ſhrill, with rage diſtraught, 
And force exhauſted, whiſtles into naught. 
With growing might, ariſing in its room, 
From far, like waves of ocean onward come 
Succeeding guſts, and ſpend their waſteful ire, 
Then flow, in grumbled mutterings retire : 
And folemn ſtillneſs overawes the land, 
Save where the tem peſt growls along the diſtant 
finund. | 
But great in doubled ſtrength, afar and wide, 
Returning battle wakes on ev'ry fide; 
And rolling on with full and threat'ning ſound, 
In wildly mingled fury cloſes round. 
With bellowings loud, and hollow deep'ning ſwell, 
Reiterated hiſs, and whiſtlings ſhrill, 
Fierce wars the varied ſtorm, with fury tore, 


Till all is overwhelm'd in one tremendous roar. 
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The vexed foreſt, tofling wide, 


 Uprooted ſtrews its faireſt | pride; 


The lofty pine in twain is broke, 


And cruſhing falls che knotted oak. 
The huge rock trembles in its might; 
The proud tow'r tumbles from its height; 


Uncover'd ſtands the ſocial home ; 


High rocks aloft the city dome; 


Whilſt burſting bar, and flapping gate, 


And craſhing roof, and clatt'ring grate, 


And hurling wall, and falling ſpire, 


Mingle in jarring din and ruin dire. 
Wild ruin ſcours the works of men; 
Their motly fragments ſtrew the plain. 


E'en in the deſert's pathleſs waſte, 


 Uncouth deſtruction marks the blaſt : 


And hollow caves whoſe ſecret pride, 


Groteſque and grand, was never ey'd 


By mortal man, abide its drift, 
„ 


Of many a goodly pillar reft. 


Fierce 


Fierce whirling mounts the deſert ſand, 
And threats aloft the peopP'd land. 


The great expanded ocean, heaving wide, 
Rolls to the fartheſt bound its laſhing tide; 
Whilſt in the middle deep afar are ſeen, 
All ſtately from the ſunken gulfs between, 
The tow'ring waves, which bend with hoary 
brow, 
Then daſh impetuous to the deep below. 
With broader ſweepy baſe, in gather'd might 
Majeſtic, ſwelling to ſtupendous height, 
The mountain billow lifts its awful head, 
And, curving, breaks aloft with roarings dread. 
Sublimer ſtill the mighty waters riſe, 
And mingle in the ſtrife of nether ſkies. 
All wildneſs and uproar, above, beneath, 
A world immenſe of danger, dread, and death. | 


In dumb deſpair the failor ſtands, 
The frantic merchant wrings his hands, 
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Advent'rous hope clings to the yard . 


And ſinking wretches ſhriek unheard : 


Whilſt on the land, the matron ill at reſt, 

T hinks of the diſtant main, and heaves her heavy breaſt. 
The peaſants leave their ruin d home, | 

And o'er the fields diſtracted roam: 

Inſenſible the *numbed infant ſleeps, 

And helpleſs bending age, weak and unſheler'd weeps. 


Low ſhrinking fear, in place of ſtate, 


Skulks in the dwellings of the great. 


The rich man marks with careful eye, 


Each waſteful guſt that whiſtles by ; _ 

And ill men ſcar'd with fancied ſcreams 

Sit liſt' ning to the creaking beams. 

At break of ev'ry riſing ſquall 

On ſtorm- beat roof, or ancient wall, 

Full many a glance of fearful eye 

Is howard caſt, till from on high, 

From cracking joiſt, and gaping rent, 

And falling Wb ehe warning ſefft, 
Loud 


winy. 1 lb 
Loud wakes around the wild affray, 
*Tis all confuſion and diſmay. 


| Now powerful but inconſtant in its courſe, 
The tempeſt varies with uncertain force. 
Like doleful wailings on the lonely waſte, 
Solemn and dreary ſounds the weaning blaſt. 
Exhauſted gufts recoiling growl away, 
And, wak'd anew, return with feebler ſway; 
Save where between the ridgy mountains pent, 
The fierce impriſon'd current ſtrives for vent, 
With hollow howl, and lamentation deep, 
Then ruſhes ofer the plain with partial ſweep. 
A parting guſt o'erſcours the weary land, 
And lowly growls along the diſtant ſtrand: 
Light thro the wood the ſhiv'ring branches play, 


And on the ocean far it ſlowly dies away. 
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AN ADDRESS TO THE NIGHT. 


A FEARFUL MIND. 


UNCERTAIN, awful as the gloom of death, 
The Night's grim ſhadows cover all beneath. 


| Shapeleſs and black is ev'ry object round, 


And loſt in thicker gloom the diſtant bound. 
Each ſwelling height is clad with dimmer ſhades, 
And deeper darkneſs marks the hollow glades. 
The moon in heavy clouds her glory veils, 

And ſlow along their paſſing darkneſs fails; 
While leſſer clouds in parted fragments roam, 


And red ſtars glimmer thro? the river's gloom. 


Nor cheerful voice is heard from man's abode, 
Nor ſounding footſteps on the nefghb'ring road ; 
4 | Nor 


A FEARFUL MIND. 

Nor glimm'ring fire the diſtant cottage tells; 
On all around a fearful ſtillneſs dwells : 

The mingled noiſe of induſtry is laid, 

And EET ak the nightly ſhade. 
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Though ſtill he haunts of men, and ſhut their 


light, 
Thou art not filent, dark myſterious Night. 
The cries of ſavage creatures wildly break 
Upon thy quiet; birds ill-omen'd ſhrick ; 
Commotions ftrange diſturb the ruſtling trees; 
And barer plaints come on the paſſing breeze. 
Far on the lonely waſte, and diſtant way, 
Unwonted ſounds are heard, unknown of day. 
With ſhrilly ſcreams the haunted cavern rings; 


And heavy treading of unearthly things 


Sounds loud and hollow thro? the ruin'd dome; 


Vea, voices iſſue from the ſecret tomb. 


1 ä 
But lo! a ſudden flow of burſting light! 


What wild ſurrounding ſcenes break on the ſight ! 
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Huge rugged rocks micelle. low'r on high, 
Whilſt on the plain their lengthen'd ſhadows lie. 
The wooded banks in ſtreamy brightneſs glow ; 


And waving darkneſs ſkirts the flood below. 


The roving ſhadow haſtens o'er the ſtream ; 


And like a ghoſt's pale ſhrowd the waters gleam. 


Black fleeting ſhapes acroſs the valley ſtray: 
Gigantic forms tow'r on the diſtant way : 

The ſudden winds in wheeling eddies change : 
"Tis all confus'd, unnatural, and ſtrange. 

Now all again in horrid gloom 1 is loſt : 

Wild wakes the breeze like ſound of diſtant hold 
Bright ſhoots along the ſwift returning light: 


Succeeding ſhadows cloſe the ſtartled fight. 


Some reſtleſs ſpirit holds the nightly ſway : 


Long is the wild, and doubtful is my way. 


Inconſtant Night, whate'er thy changes be, 


It ſuits not man to be alone with thee. 

O! for the melt'ring roof of loweſt kind, 
Secure to reſt with others of my hind ! £ 
AN 


AN ADDRESS TO THE NIGHT, 


A DISCONTENTED MIND. 


| How thick the clouds of night are rang'd o'er 
bead! 
Confounding darkneſs o'er the earth is ſpread. 
The clouded moon her cheering count'nance hides ; 
And feeble ſtars, between the ragged ſides 
of broken clouds, with unavailing ray, 
Look thro to mock the tray'ller on his way. 
Tree, buſh, and rugged rock, and hollow dell, 
In deeper ſhades their forms confus'dly tell, 
To cheat the weary wand'rer's doubtful eye; 
Whilſt chilly paſſing winds come ruffling by; | 
4 
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And tangled briars perplex the-darken'd paſs; 

And ſlimy reptiles glimmer on the graſs; 

And ſtinging night-flies ſpend their curſed ſpite; 
Unhoſpitable are thy ſhades, O Night! 


Now hard ſuſpicion bars the creaking door ; 
And fafe within the ſelfiſh worldlings fnore : 
| And wealthy fools are warm in downy bed: 
And houſeleſs beggars ſhelter in the ſhed : 
And neſtling coveys cow'r beneath the brake; 
While prowling miſchief only is awake. 
AL hoe and den ſends forth Its curſed brood; 


And ſavage bloody creatures range the wood. 
The thieviſh vagrant plies his thrifileſs trade 
Beneath the friendly ſhelter of the ſhade ; 


Whilſt boldeſt riſk the lawleſs robber braves : 


The day for fools was made, and night for knaves. 


O welcome, 
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O welcome, kindly i moon thy light diſplay 
And guide a weary crav'ller on his way. 7 
Hill, wood, and valley, brighten in her beam; 
And wavy ſilver glitters on the fiream. 

The diſtant path-way ſhews diſtin& and clear, 
From far inviting, but perplex'd when near. 
For blackning ſhadows add deceitful length, 
And leſſer objects gain unwonted ſtrength ; 
Each ſtep miſguiding; to the eye unknown, 
The ſhining gutter, from the gliſt'ning ſions ; 
While croſſing ſhadows checker o'er the ground, 
The more perplexing for the brightneſs round. 
Deceitful are thy ſmiles, untoward Night! 
Thy gloom is better than miſguiding light, 
Then welcome 1s yon cloud that onward fails, 
And all this glary ſhew in darkneſs veils. 
But ſee how ſoon the fleeting ſhade is paſt, 
And ſtreamy brightneſs ſhoots acroſs the waſte. 
Now fly the ſhadows borne upon the wind; 
Succeeding brightneſs travels faſt behind. 
And 


* 


* 


Inconſtant Night, 


ſr 8 Again. 
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Yet let them come ; whate'er thy changes be, 


J was a fool to put my truſt in thee. 
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AN ADDRESS TO THE NIGHT. 


— 


A SORROWFUL MIND. 


How lone and dreary hangs the ſombre Night 


O'er wood and valley, ſtream and craggy height ! 


While nearer objects, buſh, and waving bough, 
Their dark uncertain forms but dimly ſhow ; 
Like thoſe with which diſturbed fancies teem, 
And ſhape the ſcen'ry of a gloomy dream. 
The moon is cover'd with her fable ſhrowd ; 
And o'er the heav'ns rove many a duſky cloud : 
Thro' ragged rents the paly ſy is ſeen, 
And feebly glance the twinkling ſtars between : 
Whilſt earth below is wrapt in ſtilly Sn. 5 
All fad and filent as the cloſed tomb. 

* 


No 
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No bleating flock is heard upon the vale; | 

| Nor lowing kine upon the open dale; 
Nor voice of hunter on the lonely heath; 

Nor ſound of trav'ller on the diſtant path. 
Shut is the fenced door of man's abode ; 

And ruffting breezes only are abroad. 

How mournful is thy voice, O nightly pale ! f 
Acroſs the wood, or down the narrow vale ; 

And fad, tho' ſecret and unknown they be, 
The ſighs of woeful hearts that wake with thee. 
For now no friends the haunts of ſorrow ſeek ; 
Tears hang unchidden on che mourner 8 check: 
No ſide-look vexes from the curious eye; 
Nor calm reproving reaſoner is by: 

T he. kindly cumbrous viſitor is gone, 

And laden ſpirits love to ſigh alone. | 
O Night ! wild "ſings the wind, deep low'rs the 

ſhade ; : 5 

Thy robe is gloomy, and thy voice is ſad: 
a * 


A SORROWFUL MIND. 
But weary ſouls confin'd in cantly cell 


Are deep in | kindred gloom, and love thee well. 


But now the veiling darkneſs paſſes by ; 
The moon unclouded holds the middle ſky. 

A ſoft and mellow light is o'er the wood ; 
And N pureneſs ſparkles on the flood. 
White tow'r the clifts from many a craggy breach; 
The brown heath ſhews afar | its dreary ſtretch. 
While fairer as the brighten'd object ſwells, 
Faſt by its ſide the darker ſhadow dwells : : 
The lofty mountains form the deeper glade, 
And keener light but marks the blacker ſhade. 
Then welcome yonder clouds that ſwiftly ſail, 
And o'er yon glary op'ning draw the veil. 

But, ah ! too ſwiftly flies the friendly ſhade ! 
Returning brightneſs travels up the glade, 
And all is light again. O fickle Night ! 

No traveller is here to bleſs thy light. 
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132 AN ADDRESS TO THE NIGHT, &c. 5 

I ſeek nor home, nor ſhed ; 1 have no way 7 
Why ſend thy beams to one who cannot tray ? | 
Or wood, or deſert, is the ſame to me; 


O low'r again, and let me reſt with thee ! 


\ 


AN 


AN ADDRESS TO THE NIGHT. 


A JOYFUL MIND, 


* 


The warping gloom of night 1s et. round ; : 
And varied darkneſs marks the uneven ground, 
A dimmer ſhade 1s on the mountain 8 bo | 
And dee per low'rs the lengthen'd vale below ; 
While nearer objects all enlarg d and dark, 

Their ſtrange and ſhapeleſs forms uncouthly mark; 
Which thro' muddy night are dimly ſhown, 

Like old companions in a garb unknown. 

| The heavy ſheeted clouds are ſpread on high, 
And ſtreaky darkneſs bounds the farther ſky : 


And ſwift along the lighter vagrants ſweep, 
Whilſt clear ſtars thro* their riven edges peep, 
K 3 oe Soft \ 
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1 ADDRESS ro THE NIGHT. 


Soft thro each ragged breach, and ſtreamy rent, 


And open gaps in duſky circle pent, 

The u pper heaven looks ſerenely bright 
In dappled gold, and ſnowy fleeces dight : 
And on the middle current lightly glides 
The leſſer cloud, with filver wreathy ſides. 
In ſudden guſts awakes the aighely breeze 


Acroſs the wood, and ruſtles thro? the trees; 


Or whiſtles on the plain with eddying ſweep; | 


Or iſſues from the glen in wailings deep, 
Which die away upon the open vale : 

Whilſt in the pauſes of the ruffling pale 5 
The buzzing night - fly riſes from the ground, 
And wings his flight in many a mazy round; 
And lonely owls begin their nightly ſtrain, | 
So hateful to the ear of nighted i wain. 

Thou do#ſt the weary tray'ller miſlead ; 


Thy voice is roughſome, and uncooth thy weed, 


O gloomy Night ! for black thy ſhadows be, 
And fools have rais'd a bad report on thee. 


Yet 


Yet art thou free and friendly to the gay, 
And light hearts prize thee equal to the day. 


| Now tireſome plodding folks are gone to reſt ; 

And ſoothing flumber Jocks the careful breaſt, 

And tell-tale friends, and wiſe adviſers ſnore ; 

| And ſoftly ſlip-ſhod youths unbar the door. 

Now footſteps echo far, and watch-dogs bark; 

Worms glow, and cats eyes glitter in the dark. 

The vagrant lover croſſes moor and hill, 

And near the lowly cottage whiſtles ſhrill : 

Or, bolder grown 6 beneath the friendly ſhade, 

Taps at the window of his fav'rite maid ; 

Who from above his ſimple tale receives, 

Whilſt ſtupid matrons ſtart, and think of thieves, 

Now daily fools unbar the narrow ſoul, 

All wiſe and gen rous o'er the nightly bowl. 

The haunted wood receives its motley hoſt, 

(By tray*ller ſhun'd) tho neither fag nor ghoſt; 
11 And 
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136 AN ADDRESS TO THE NIGHT. 


And there the cracklin 9 bonds blazes red, 
While merry vagrants feaſt beneath the ſhed. 
From ſleepleſs beds unquiet {| th riſe, 
And cunning wags put on their borrow'd guiſe: 
Whulft filly maidens mutter o'er their boon 1 
| And crop their fairy weeds beneath the moon : 

And harmleſs plotters flyly take the road, 
And trick and playful miſchief is abroad. 


But, lo the moon looks forth in ſplendour bright, 
Fair and unclouded, from her middle height. 
The paſſing cloud unveils her kindly ray, — 
And lowly ſails its weary length away: os 
While broken fragments from its fleecy ſide, 
In duſky bands before it ſwiftly glide; ; 
Their miſty texture changing with the wind, 
A ſtrange and ſcatter'd group, of motley kind 
As ever earth or fruitful ocean fed, 
Or ever youthful poets fancy bred, ET 
| His 
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His ſurgy length the nth ſerpent trails, 

And by his fide the rugged camel ſails: "$5. 
The winged griffth follows cloſe behind, 7 8 
And ſpreads his duſky pinions to the wind. - 
Athwart the ſky in ſcatter'd bands they range 

From ſhape to ſhape, transform'd in endleſs change 8 
Then 18 meal torn, in ragged portions ſtray, 9 p 
Or thinly ſpreading, lowly melt away. | 

A ſofter brightneſs covers all below; 

Hill, dale, and wood, in mellow'd colour's glow. . 
High tow'rs the whiten'd rock in added ſtrength ; | 
The brown heath ſhews afar its dreary length. 
The winding river glitters on the lee: 
And gilded trees wave in the paſſing gale, 
Upon the ground each black'ning ſhadow lies, 
And haſty darkneſs ofer the valley flies. 1 
Wide ſheeting ſhadows travel o'er the plain, 
And ſwiftly cloſe upon the varied ſcene. 


Return, O lovely moon! and look from high, 


All ſtately riding in thy motled ſky. 
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Yet, O thy beams in haſty viſi ts come ! 
As ſwiftly follow'd by the fleeting gloom. | 
O Night! ! thy ſmiles are ſhort, and ſhort thy ſhade ; 3 
Thou art a freakiſh friend, and all unſtay'd : 

Yet from thy varied changes who are free? 

F all many an honeſt friend reſembles thee. 

| Then let my doubtful footſteps darkling firay, | 
: Thy next fair beam will ſet me on my way: 
Een take thy freedom, whether rough or kind, 

I came not forth to quarrel 2 che wind. 
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O THOU before whoſe kaggud eyes - 
A thouſand images ariſe, | 
| Whole forms of horror none may fee, 
But with a ſoul diſturb'd by thee ! 
Wilt thou for ever haunt mankind, 
And glare upon the darken'd mind ! 
Whene'er thou entereſt a breaſt, 
Thou robbꝰſt it of its joy and reſt ; 
And terrible, and ſtrange to tell, 
On what that mind delights to dwell. . 
The ruffian's knife with recking blade, 
The ſtranger murder'd in his bed: 
The howling wind, the raging deep, 
The failor's cries, the ſinking ſhip: . 
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The awful thunder breaking round : 

The yauning gulf, the rocking ground: 

The precipice, whoſe low'ring brow 
Ofcrhangs the horrid deep below ; 

And tempts the wretch, worn out with ſtrife, 


Of worldly cares, to end his life. 


But when thou raiſeſt to the fight 
Vnearthly forms that walk the night, 
| The chilly blood, with magic art, 
| Runs backward on the ſtouteſt heart. 
Lol! in his poſt the ſoldier ſtands *! _ | : 
The deadly weapon in his hands. | 
In front of death he ruſhes on, 
Renown with life is cheaply won, 
Whilſt all his ſoul with ardour burns, 
And to the thickeſt danger turns. 
But ſee the man alone, unbent, 


A church- yard near, and twilight ſpent, 


* See Spectator, No. 12. 


Returning 


TO FEAR. _ 
Returning late to his abode; 
Upon an unfrequented road „ 

| No choice is left, his feet muſt tread 
The awful dwelling of the dead. 

In foul miſt doth the pale moon wade, 
No twinkling ſtar breaks thro' the ſhade + 
Thick rows of trees increaſe the gloom, 
And awful filence of the tomb. 

Swift to his thoughts, unbidden, throng 
Full many a tale, fcygotten long, 

Of ghoſts, who at the dead of night 
Walk round their graves all wrapt in white; 
And o'er the church-yard dark and drear, 

| 1 the traveller to draw near: 
And reſtleſs ſprites, who from the ground, 
Juſt as the midnight clock doth ſound, 
Riſe ſlowly to a dreadful height, 

Then vanith quickly from the fight : 

And wretches who, returning home, 

By chance have ſtumbled near ſome tomb +: | 


Athwart 
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Athwart a coffin or a bone, 

And three times heard a hollow groan; 
With fearful ſteps he takes his way, 
And ſhrinks, and wiſhes it were day. 


He ſtarts and quakes at his own tread, 


But dare not turn about his head. 


Some ſound he hears on ev'ry fide; 


And thro? the trees ſtrange phantoms glide. | 
His heart beats thick againſt his breaſt, | 


And hardly ſtays within its cheſt : 
Wild and unſettled are his eyes ; 


His quicken'd hairs begin to riſe : 


Ghaſtly and ſtrong his features grow; 
The cold dew trickles from his brow ; 


Whilſt grinning beat his clatt'ring teeth, 


And looſen'd knock his Joints beneath. 


As to the charnel he draws nigh 


The whiten'd tomb-ſtone firikes his eye: 


He ſtarts, he ſtops, his eye-balls glare, 
And ſettle 1 in a death-like ſtare : 


Deep 
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Deep hollow ſounds ring in his ear ; 
Such ſounds as dying wretches hear 


When the grim dreaded tyrant calls, 
| A horrid ſound, he groans and falls. 


Thou do'ſ our faireſt hope deſtroy ; 
Thou art a gloom o'er ey'ry joy; 
Unheeded let my dwelling be, 


O Fear! but far remov'd from thee! © 
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* A „ ” wh . — — N ”. - by * 
fn r v 4 - * * 2 0 / « 1 IR" e ah TER n n de * 8 * 
r I . * 83 _ N * W 22 — See ner ' — eee 
45” DG WS i Fs XL u- — mew 11 ode eg — 9 9 2 * . ma 3 — 8 0 — 
_ *% 
. 


LATHMOR. 


. 
# oY ä RI K . 
A OO En IN CE CE EEE 
r — 


Stor why do'ſt thou ſtop on the way and hold 
me thus hard in thy graſp ? - gs 
1 It was but the voice of the winds from the deep 


| narrow glens of Glanarven. 


ALLEN. | 
f | The heath is unruffled around, and the oak o'er 
1 thy head 1s at reſt : | 
Calm ſwells the moon on the lake, and nothing is 
| | | | heard in the reeds. | 
1 # 7-2 | 1 Sad 


fil 
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Sad was the ſound, O my father ! but it was not the 


/ 


n voice of the wind. 


LATHMOR. . 
| What dark tow'ring rock do I ſee midſt the grey 
ſpreading miſt of the hills? | 
This is not the vale of Clanarven: my ſon, 3 


err'd from the way. 


| ALLEN. 
It is not a dark tow'ring rock, *midft the grey 
| ſettled miſt of the hills. 
'T'is a dark tow'r of ſtrength 3 thou ſeeſt, and 


the ocean ſpreads dimly behind it. 


| LATHMOR. 

Then here will we ſtop for the gas, for the 
tow'r of Arthula | is mw 

Proceed not, my ſon, on the Ways for i it was not the 


voice of the wind, 
L. ' "The 
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The ghoſt of the valliant is forth; and it mourns 


round the place of its woe. 


The trav'ller oft' hears it at midnight, and turns 


him aſide from its haunt. 
The ſharp moon is ſpent i in her courſe, and the way | 


of the deſert 18 doubtful. 


This oak with his wide leavy branches wil ſhelter 


our heads from the night ; ; 
And I'll tell thee a ſtory of old, ſince the tow'r of 


Arthula 3 15 near. 


From che walls of his ſtrength came Lockallen, 
with his broad cheſted ſons of the hills. ; 
He was ſtrong as a bull of the foreſt, and keen as a 
| bird of the rock. 
His friends of the chace were around him, the ſons 
of the heroes of Mora. | ; | 
They were clad in the ſtrength of their youth ; and 


the ſound of their arms rung afar. 


For 
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For Uthal had led his dark hoſt from we blue miſty 


ille of his power; 
And o'erſ pread like a cloud of the deen, d the land of 
the white headed Lorma. 3 


Of Loma who ſat in the hall, and lamented the ſons 


of his youth; 
For Orvina remained alone to ſupport the frail ſteps of 
8 his age. 
He ſent to the king of Ithona: he remembered the 
love of his father: 
And Lochalle ſoon join'd him on Loarn with the 
high minded chieſtains of Mora. 


Loud was the ſound of the battle, and many the ſlain 
of the field. 


Red was the ſword of Lochallen : i was red with the | 


blood of the brave. 


F or his eye ſought the combat of heroes, and the 


mighty withſtood not his arm. 
Ls: 17 He 
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He rag'd like a flame on the heath; and the enemy 


fled from bis * 


But ſhort was the triumph of Lorma; the hour of his 
fading was near. | 

Whilſt a bard rais'd the Lang of the battle, his dim 
eyes were cloſed in death. 

He fell like a ruined tow r; like a fragment of times 
that are paſt : 

Like a rock "IVY foundation is worn with the laſhes 
of many a wave. . 

| Four grey head watriors of [aca remain'd from the 
days of his youth : T 1 

They mourn'd o'er the fall of their lord ; and * bore 
him to his dark narrow houſe. 

His memorial was rais'd on the hill; and the lovely 
Orvina wept over it. | 


She bent her fair form o'er the heap ; and her ſorrow 


was len, and gentle, | En 
It 
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It flow'd like the pure twinkling ſtream beneath the 
green ſhade of the fern. 

The hunters oft bleſs it at noon, tho' a rangers 
perceive not its courſe. | 

The wind of the hull rais'd her jocks, ad Lochallen 

_ beheld her in grief. 

The ſoul of the hero was knit to the —— daugh- 
ter of Lorma. 

She was graceful and tall as the willow, = bends ' 
o'er the deep ſhady ſtream. 

Her eye hke a ſun-beam on water, that gleams thro? : 

the dark ſkirting reeds. | 

Her hair like the light wreathing cloud, that floats on 

the brow of the hill, 

When the beam of the morning 1s there, and it ſcat- 

ters its ſkirts to the wind. : 

Lovely and ſoft were her ſmiles, like a —— from 

the white riven cloud, 


When the ſun haſtens over the lake, and a ſummer 


ſhow'r ruffles its boſom. | 
3 Fer 
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Her voice was the ſweet ſound of midnight, that vi- 
ſits the ear of the bard, | | 
When he ftarts from the place of his number, and 

calls on ſome far diſtant friend. | . 
She was fair mongſt the maids of her time; and ſhe 
ſoften'd the wrath of the mighty. 
Their eyes lighten'd up in her preſence ; they dropt 
| their dark f. pears as he ſpoke. 
Lochallen was firm in his ſtrength, as unmov d in 
the battle of heroes ; Ei / 
Like a rock-fenced iſle of the ocean, that ſhews its 
dark head thro? the ſtorm. „„ : 
His brow was like a cliff on the ſhore, that fore - 
warneth the hunters of Ithona; | 
For there gleams the firſt ray of morning, and there 
broods the miſt ere the ſtorm : | 
It ſhone, and it darken'd by me, as the — of Y 
his paſſions aroſe. 


He was terrible as a gathering ſtorm, when his foul 


learnt the wrongs of the feeble. 


His 
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His eye was the lightning of mields; he was ſwift as 
a blaſt in its courſe. 
When the warriours return d from the field, and the 
ſons of the mighty aſſembled, 

He was graceful as the light tow' ring cloud that riſes 
from the blue bounded main. 
Gentle and fair was his form in the tow'rs of the hilly 

Ithona. | 
His voice cheer'd the ſoul of the ſad ; he would ſport 
with a child in the hall. 


Matchleſs in the days of their love were Lochallen 
: and the daughter of Lorma. : 

But their beauty has ceas'd on Arthula ; ak the place 5 
of their reſt is unknown. 

The family of Lorma has faid, and ſtrangers rejoice 
in his hall: | Cs I 8 
But voices of ſorrow are heard when thi ſtillneſs of : 


4 


„ The 


midnight is there; 
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* he ſtranger is wak'd with the ſound, and enquires of 


the race that is gone. 


| Bur wherefore thus doleful and ſad, do ye wander TRA 


on Arthula ? 
Why look ye thus lonely and fad, ye children of the 


dark narrow houſe ? 
Your names ſhall be known in the Go Show the 
fame of the mighty i is low. 


ALLEN. 
From what cloud of the hills do they look ? for I ſee 


- 


not their forms, O my father . 


LATH MOR. 


Why do'ſt thou tremble my ſon? thou haſt fought in 
the battle of ſhields. 


T hey look'd from no cloud of the hills; but e ſoul 


of thy father beheld them. 


Lochallen 
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Lochallen return a from the field, to the n 
tower of Arthula. 

Five days he abode in the hall, and they paſs'd like a 
glimpſe of the ſun, 

When the clouds of the tempeſt are rent, and the 
green iſland ſimiles *midft the ftorm. 7 

On the ſixth a cloud hung on his ww and his eye 

ſmun'd the looks of his friends. ## 

He ſpoke to the maid of his ſoul, and the crouble of 
his boſom was great. 

Pleaſant is the hall of my love; but the ſtorm gathers 
round us, GG 55 9 

I muſt go to the iſland of Uthal, and ſcatter his ga- 
thering force. b LEE 4 i 

But like a cleft oak 4 the foreſt, 111 quickly return 
to my love: .'% 

When the hard wedge is drawn from its fide, it returns 

to itſelf again. e i 

The daughter of Lorma was dent: ſhe turn'd her 
fair face from his ſight. 


W 


on 
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Go to the war, ſon of Mora; and the gk of thy 
fathers go with thee. 

L will fit on the high rocky ſhore, and look o'er the 
wide foaming ſea. 

I will watch ev ry blue rif Ing clomd; till I ſee dy dark 


_ veſlels return. 


He gather'd his warriours around him ; they darken'd 
| the brown rugged hore. 

The rocks echo'd wide to their cries, and loud was 
| the daſhing of oars. _ 

Orvina ſtood high on a rock, that hung o'er the deep 

laſhing main 

Big ſwell'd the tear in her eye, and bigh bes d bows 

fighs of her boſom ; 

As ſhe ſaw the white hillows encreaſing between his : 

dark ſhip and the ſhore. | 


Her fixed eye follow'd its courſe o'er many a far diſ- 


tant wave, 


Till 
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Till its broad ſails, and high tow” ring maſt but ap- 
pear'd like a ſpeck on the waters; 
Yet ſtill ſhe beheld in her fancy the form of her love 
on its ſide ; | 3 | 
And ſhe ſtretched her white arms to the ocean, and 


wav'd her looſe girdle on high. 


Soon reach'd the ſons of 15288 the bloe miſty iſle 5 

of their foe. 
Like the pent up dogs 4 the hunter when let looſe 

from their priſon of night; ; 

Who ſauff up the air of the morning, and rejoice at 
the voice of the chace ; 

They leapt from the ſides of their veſſels, and ſpread 

_ ofer the wide founding ſhore. 

Thick on the brown heathy plain, were ſpread the 
dark thouſands of Uthal. 

The warriours of Lochallen were few, but their fa | 


thers were known in the ſong. 


1 


te 
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Like a ſmall rapid ſtream of the hills when it falls on 
the broad ſettled lake, . 
And troubles its dark muddy . and daſhes i its 


waters aloft, 


So ruſh'd the keen ſons of Ithona on the thick ga- 


ther'd hoſt of the fo. 

Red gleam'd the arms of the brave thro? the brown 

riſing duſt of the held. 

Fierce glar'd the eyes of Lockallen ; he fought the 
dark face of his enemy. 

He found the grim king of the iſle; 5 but ths ftrengrh 
of his chieftains was round him. „ 

Come forth in thy might, ſaid Lochallen ; come forth 
to the combat of kings. 

Great is the might of thy warriours ; but where is the 


ſtrength of thine arms ? 


| Youth of Ithona, ſaid Uthal, thy fathers were mighty 


in battle, 


Return to thy brown woody hills, till the hair! 1s s grown 


dark on thy cheek ; 


vo © 


1 Then 
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Then come from the tow'rs 1 FL As a foe leſs 
unworthy of Uthal. | 
But chou loveſt a weakly enemy, foe of the white 
haired chief. . 


Thou loveſt a foe chat is weak, {aid the red frelling 


pride of Lochallen. 

Seeſt thou this ſword of my youth? it is red with the 
blood of thy heroes. | 

Come forth in the frength of 4 years, and band 
its dark blade in thy hall. 

He lifted a ſpear in his wrath o'er the head of his  bigh 

worded foe ; | 

But the ſtrength of his chieftains was there, and it rung 
on their broad ſpreading ſhields. 

. turned himſelf ſcornful away, to look for ſome 

nobler enemy 3 | | 

| He met thee fair ſon of Hidallo, as chaffing he —_ 

g in his wrath; 


But thou never did'ſt turn from the valiant, youth 
bl the far diſtant land, | 


Fierce | 
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Fic ierce fought the heroes, and wonder'd each chief at 
the might of his foe. 

They found themſelves matched in ſtrength, and they 
fought 1 in the pride of their ſouls, 

Bloody and long was the fight, but the arm of Loch- | 

allen prevail d. 


Ah, way did you combat, ye | heroes! ab, why did 


ye meet in the field! | 
Your fouls had been brothers of love, had Ye met | 
in the dwellings of Peace. 
He was like to thyſelf, ſon of Mora, where his voice 
cheer'd the heart of the ſtranger 5 
In the far diſtant hall of his father, who never ſhall 
hear it again ; 
He was like to thyſelf whom thou fleweſt ; and he 
fell in his youth like thee. | 
The maid of thy boſom is lovely, thou fair fallen ſon 
| of the ſtranger. | 
She ſits on her high hanging bower, and looks to the 
way of thy promiſe. 
She 
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She combs down her long yellow hair; and prepares 


a fine robe for thy coming. 
She ſtarts at the voice of the breeze, and runs to the 
door of her bow'r. 
But thou art a dim miſty form on the clouds of far 
diſtant hills. 


Fierce was the rage of the battle, and terrible the 
clanging of arms. . 
Loud were the ſhouts of the mighty, like the wide 
ſeatter d thunder of Lora, 
When its voice is return'd from the rocks, and it 
firengthens in its broad ſpreading courle. : 
Heavy were the groans of the dying; the voice of the 
fallen was fad, | 85 
Like the deep 'priſon'd winds of the n when the 
roar of the tempeſt is laid. 
The ſons of Ithona were ribs; the enemy fled from 


before 10 5 


Like 
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Like the dark gather'd fowls of the ocean, that flock 
to the ſhore ere a ſtorm. 


They fled from the might of their foes, and the dark- 


neſs of night clos'd around them, 


Cold roſe the wind of the deſert, and blew o'er the 
dark bloody field. 

Sad was its voice on the heath, who it lifted the locks 
of the dead. 

Hollow roar'd the ſea at a diſtance: the ohoſts of the 
ſlain ſhriek'd aloud. | 

Pale ſhady forms ſtalk'd around, and their airy ſwords 


gleam'd thro' the night; f 


For the ſpirits of warriours departed came hom on the 


deep ruſhing blaſt; 


There hail'd they their new. fallen 4 and the ſound 
of their meeting was terrible. 


At a diſtance was gather'd Ichona round many a bright 


flaming oak; 
1 5 


Till 


FE 
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Till morning roſe red 1 the mein, Ie * ner 


"_ field of battle,” e 
Lochallen; aſſembled his — hey n rang'd oer the 
land of their enemy. þ 
But they found not the. king in che field; + and the 
walls of his ſtrength were deſertd. 
Then ſpoke the friend of his e ths: dark 1 
chief of Trevallen gt 
Why ſeek Jou the king in his tow'rs? he is fled to 
| the caves of his fear. | 
Let us fly, ſaid the chief of Ithona, let us at to the 
daughter of Lorma! 
Let us fight with man in che e field, but pull not. 4 


deer from his den. 


TW IO days they buried their dead, and md their 
memorial on high. | 
On the third day they looſen'd heir veſſels; 92 let 
the blue iſle of their fame. e oo nts 
M73. The 


| - 
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The darkneſs of night was around when the bey of 
Arthula receiv'd them. | FT | 
Thick beat the joy of his boſom, as he drew near 

the place of his love; 
But the ſtrength of his limbs was unloos'd, as he trode 
on the dark ſounding ſhore. 
Thou did'ſt promiſe, O maid of my ſoul ! thou did'ſt 
promiſe to watch for thy love! 
But no kindly meſſenger waits to Hail my return 
from the war. | 
The tow'r of Arthula is dark; and I hear not the 
ſound of its hail. 1 5 
The watch dog howls to the night, nor heeds the * 
proach of our feet. 
He ſeized a bright flaming brand, THe" he haſten d 
his ſteps to the tower. 
Wide ſtood the black low' ring gate ; al * was 
the ſilence within. 
Hollow and loud rung his ſteps, as he trode thro? the 
dark empty hall. 
He 
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He flew to the bow'r of his love; it was fill as he 


chamber of death. 


His eyes ſearch'd wildly around him; he call'd on 


the name of his love; 


But his own voice returned alone from the deep- 


ſounding walls of the tow'r. 


He leant with his back to the wall, and os d his 


arms over his breaſt. 

| Heavy ſunk his head on his ſhoulder : the blue flame 
burnt double before him. 

A voice, like the evening breeze when it ſteals down 


the bed of the river, 


Came ſoftly and ſad to his ear, and he raiſed ws: | 


drooping head. 
The form of his love ſtood before him: : "" it was 
not the form of his love ; 
For fixed and dim was her eye, and the beams of her 


beauty were fled. 


She was pale as the white frozen lake; when it gleams 


to the light of che moon. 
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Her garments were heavy and drench'd, and the | 
ſtreams trickled faſt from her hair. 

She was like a ſnow-cruſted tree 1n winter, when it 
drops to the mid- day ſun. l 

O ſeek not for me, ſon of Moro, in the light cheer- 
ful dwellings of men! 

Fe or low is my bed in the deep, and ry is the place 
of my reſt. 

The ſea monſter ſports by my fide, and the water- 
ſnake twines round my neck. 

But do not forget me, Lochallen : : 0 think on the 
days of our love ” 15 5 

I fat on the high rocky ſhore, mine eyes look'd afar 
o'er the ocean. | | 

I ſaw two dark ſhips on the waves, and quick beat 
the joy of my breaſt, 227 

One veſſel "FR near to the ſhore, and fix warriours 
leapt from its fide. Op 

I haſten'd to meet thee, my love; but mine ear met 


the ſtern voice of Uthal. 


1 thought 


bn 
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I thought that my hers was ſlain, and I telt me alone 
in my weakneſs. . 
I felt me deſerted and lonely : I flew to the ſteep 
| hanging rock : 
I threw my robe over my head and I hid me in the 
dark cloſing deep. 
Yet O do not leave me, Lochallen, to wile in my 
_ watery bed! 
: But raiſe me a tomb on the hill, where the daughter 
of Lorma ſhould lie. 
The voice of her ſorrow did ceaſe; and her form 
paſſed quickly away. 
; It paſe'd like the pale ſhiv' ring light, that is loſt i in 
the dark clofing cloud. 


But, lo! the firſt light of the morning is red on the 
ſkirts of the heavens. 85 
Let us go on my journey, my ſon, for the length of : 


the heath 1s before us. 


Mg F 


166 4 STORY OF OTHER TIMES, 
ALLEN. 


\ 


It is not the light of the morn which thou ſee'ſt on 


the ſkirts of the heavens ; 

It is but a clear ſhiv'ring brightneſs, that changes its 
hue to the night. 

I have ſeen it like a e . when i it hung : 
o'er the waves of the North. 

Sad was the fate of his love, bur how fell the king 

of Tthona? | 

I have heard of the ſtrength of his arm . he fall 

in the battle of heroes? 


LATHMOR. 

He fell in the ſtrength of his youth, but he fell not 
in battle, my ſon. I 

He knew not the ſword of a foe, yet he died not 
the death of the peaceful. 

They carried them both to the hill, but the place of 


their reſt | is unknown. 


ALLEN. 
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0 ALLEN. 
5 But feeble and; ſpent is thy voice, thou grey haired 


| bard of the hill. 


LATHMOR» 
Lak is this ſong of the night, and I feel not the 
ſtrength. of my you: 


| ALLEN. 

Then let us 80 on our way : let us go by the . of 
hes heath. 

F or it is the fair light of the morning which thou 
ſee'ſt on the far bounding WAVES. 

Slowly it grows in its beauty, and promiſes _ to 

the traveller, | 

Red are the ſmall broken clouds that : hang 0 on the 
Kirts of the heavens, | 

Deep glows the clear open ſky with the light of the 
yet hidden fun, 

„„ M 4 TH Save 
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Save where the dark narrow cloud hath ſtretched its 


_ vaſt length o'er the heavens; 


j 


And the clear ruddy brightneſs behind it looks fair 


thro” its blue ſtreaming lines. 


A bloom like the far diſtant heath is dark on the aide 
roving clouds. ; 


The broad wavy breaſt of the ocean is h in the 


beauty of morning. 


Thick reſts the white ſettled miſt o on the Jeep rugged 
clifes of the ſhore ; ; 


And the grey rocks look dimly between, like the high 
diſtant iſles in a calm. | Py 


; 9 26: 1 Xc _ L : 
. wor BEES re IT Tit ge Ye 341% 
* — or, 
AA a) eee 
p k aq Ra, AY mn. 18 

* 2 — * 3 2 2 9 

— , Dr = "4 v0 . 
——— RD — 


But grim low'r the walks of Arthula; the * . the 


morn is behind wem. 


LATHNMOR. FE 

Dark low? rs. the tow' r of Arthula the time of its 
glory is paſt. 

The 
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The valiant have ceas'd from its hall ; and the | ſon 
of the ſtranger 1 is there. 
The works of the mighty, remain, but they are the 


vapour of morning. 


A MOTHER | 
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X MOTHER TO HER WAKING 
INFANT, 


Now in thy . balf-op'd eye, 
2 hy curled noſe, and lip awry, 
Tn op leit arms, and nodding bed, 

And little chin with cryſtal ſpread, | 

Poor helpleſs thing ! what do I ſee, on 7 
That I ſhould ing of thee ? | 


From thy poor tongue no accents come, 
Which can but rub thy toothleſs gum : t 
Small underſtanding boaſt thy face, -- 


Thy ſhapeleſs limbs nor ſtep, nor grace: 
A few 


>. 


A MOTHER TO HER "WAKING INFANT. 


A few ſhort words thy feats may tell, 
And yet I love thee well. 


When ſudden wakes the bitter ſhriek, 
And redder ſwells thy little | check; 
When rattled keys thy woe beguile, 
And thro” the wet eye gleams the ſmile, 
Still for thy weakly ſelf is ſpent 

| Thy little filly plaint. 


But when thy friends are in diſtreſs, 
Thow'lt laugh and chuckle 'ne'er the leſs; 
Nor een with ſympathy be ſmitten, 
Tho? all are ſad but thee and kitten; 
Yet little * that thou art, | 


'Thou twitcheſt at the heart, 


Thy roſy cheek ſo ſoft and warm; 
Thy pinky hand, and dimpled arm ; 


. * * 
1 n 

- | 2 * ö 

is * po N 1 «a Fo 

- * $a; 2 

1 : © * * 9 
i * : . - ' 
I 

o ö 1. Fl 


a” 4 
8 a» 4 
— 5 ww = 
1 * ; 
ad 
'$? * 
* 4 


„ "% 
N 


The 


172 A MOTHER TO HER WAKING INFANT. 


Thy filken locks that ſcantly peep, 


With gold-tip'd ends, where circle deep | 


Around thy neck in harmleſs grace 
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So ſoft and ſleekly hold their place, 
Might harder hearts with kindneſs fill, 
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And gain our right good will. 


3 


Each paſſing clown beſtows his bleſling, 


Thy mouth 1s worn with old wives kiſſing : 


26,007 tips, 


r. 


Eben lighter looks the gloomy eye 
Of ſurly ſenſe, when thou art by ; 
And yet I think whoe'er they be, | = 


They love thee not like me. 


Perhaps when time ſhall add a few 85 98 
Short years to thee, thou'lt love me too. 
Then wilt thou thro' life's weary way 
Become my ſure and cheering ſtay : 
1 Wilt care for me, and be 12 hold, 

| f When am weak and old. 


| | Thou 
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Thou'lt liſten to my —— tale, 
And pity me when I am frail 


But ſee, the ſweepy ſpinning 17 
Upon the window takes thine eye. 
Go to thy little ſenſeleſs play— 
Thou doeſt not heed my lay. 


A CHILD 


A CHILD TO HIS SICK GRAND- 


FATHE] R. 


0 n DAD, "Tt 4 your old and frail, 
= Your ſtocked legs begin to fail : 

- Your knobbed ſick (that was my h — 
Can ſcarce ſupport your bended corſe; 

: While back to wall, you lean ſo ſad, 


I'm vex'd to ſee you, dad. 


You us'd to ſmile, and ſtroke my head, 


And tell me how good children did; 


But now I wot not how it be, 


| You take me ſeldom on your knee; 


Let 


A CHILD TO HIS SICK GRAXD-PATHER: 


Yet ne eertheleſs I. am right glad 
To fit beſide you, dad. „ 


How lank and thin your band . ds 

Scant are the white hairs on your crown: 

How wan and hollow are your cheeks I 
Your brow is rough with croſſing breaks; 
But yet, for all his ſtrength is fled, 


I love my own old dad. 


The houſewives round their potions brew, 


X 


And goſſips come to aſk for you: 

And for your weal each neighbour cares, 
And good men kneel, and ſay their pray'rs: 
And ev'ry body looks ſo ſad, 

When you are ailing, dad. 
You ul not die, and leave us then? 


Rouſe up and be our dad again. 


oy A CHILD TO HIS SICK GRAND-FATHER. 
When you are quiet and laid in bed ; 
We'll doff our ſhoes and ſoftly tread ; 
And when you wake we'll aye be near, 
To fill old dad his cheer. | 


When thro' the houſe you ſhift your ſtand, 
I'Il lead you kindly by the hand: 
When dinner's ſet, III with you bide, 
And aye be ſerving by your fide : 
And when the weary fire burns blue, 

VII fit and talk with you. 


I have a tale both long and good, 
About a partlet and her brood ; 
1 And cunning greedy fox, that ſtole, | 
By dead of midnight thro a hole, 

' Which ſlyly to the hen - rooſt led— 
You love a ſtory, dad? 


And 


A CHILD TO HIS SICK GRANDFATHER. 


And then I have a wond'rous tale 


Of men all clad in coats of mail, 


With glitt'ring ſwords ——you nod, I think > 
Your fixed eyes begin to wink : | 
Down on your boſom ſinks your head : 


You do not hear me, dad. 
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THE HORSE AND HIS RIDER. 


6 
| Bracp in the finewy vigour of thy breed, 

In pride of gen'rous ſtrength, thou ſtately ſteed, 
iT hy broad cheſt to the battle's front is given, 
Thy mane fair floating to the winds of heaven. 
Thy champing hoofs the flinty pebbles break ; 
Graceful the riſing of thine arched neck. T ws 
White churning foam thy chaffed bits enlock ; 5 
And from thy noſtril burſts the curling ſmoke. 
Thy kindling eye-balls brave the glaring ſouth ; 
And dreadful is the thunder of thy mouth i 
Whilſt low to earth thy curving haunches bend, 
Thy ſweepy tail involv'd in clad of ſand ; 

Erect in air thou rear'ſt thy front of pride, 


And rivg/ſt the plated harneſs on thy fide. 


But, 


THE: HORSE. AND HIS RIDER. 
But, lo! what creature, goodly to che ſight, 
Dares thus beſtride thee, chaffing i in thy might ? 


Of portly ſtature, and determin'd mien ? 


| 179 1 


Whoſe dark eve dwells beneath a brow fee 5 


And forward looks unmov'd to fields of 4 


And ſmiling, gently ſtrokes thee in thy wrath? ny 


Whats brandiſh'd falch'on dreaded gleams —_— 


It is a Britiſh ſoldier, arm'd for war! 
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